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]  A MATCH AT MIDNIGHT. 

BLOOD. Look, look; now he's come for more money. 
WID. A very hopeful house to match into, 
wench; the father a knave, one son a drunkard, 
and t'other a fool. [.4side. 
TI3L 0 monster, father! Look if he be not 
drunk ; the very sight of him makes me long for 
a cup of six. 1 
ALE;. Pray, father, pray to God to bless me. 
[I"o 
BLOOD. Look, look! takes his brother for lfis 
father ! 
Sit. Alas, sir! when the drink's in, the wit's 
out t and none but wise children know their own 
lathers. 
TLst. 'hy, I am none of your father, brother 
I am Tim : do you know Tim  
ALEX. Yes, umph--for a coxcomb. 
WID. How wild he looks ! Good sir, we'll take 
our leaves. 
]LOOD. Shalt not go, faith, widow: you 
cheater, rogue; must I have my friends frighted 
out of my house by you? Look he  steal no- 
thing to feast his bawds. Get you out, sirrah! 
there are constables, beadles, whips, and the 
college of e.xtravagants, yclept :Bridewell, you 
rogue; you rogue, there is, there is, mark that. 
.LEX. Can you lend me a mark upon this ring, 
.ir ? and there set it down in your book, and, 
umph--mark that. 
BLOOD. I'll have no stolen tings picked out of 
pockets, or taken upon the way,  not I. 
ALEX. I'll give you an old saw for't. 

 [Six-shilling beer, a stronger kind than that previously 
described as four-shilling.] 
s Look, l+e'll teal notldng to feast his baw, is the 
reading of the old copy.-- Collier. 
 Highway. 
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BLOOD. There's a rogue mocks his father: 
sirrah, get you gone. Sire, go let loose the 
mastiff. 
SII. Alas, sir! he'll tear and pull out your son's 
throat. 
BLOOD. Better pull't out than halter stretch it. 
Away, out of my doors ! rogue, I defy thee. 
ALEX. ]VIust you be my mother-in-law ?. 
WID. So your father says, sir. 
ALEX. k'ou see the worst of your eldest son ; I 
abuse nobody. 
BLOOD. The rogue will fall upon her. 
ALEX. I will tell you an old saw. 
WID. Pray let's hear it. 
ALEX. A old ma is a bedful of bones, 
And who can it deny ? 
.By whom (umph) l a young wewh lies and 
groans 
For better company. 
BLOOD. Did you ever hear such a rascal ? 
Come, come, let's leave him: I'll go buy thy 
wedding-ring presently. You're best be gone, 
sirrah: I am going for the constable--ay, and 
one of the churchwardens ; and, now I think 
on't, he shall pay five shillings to the poor for 
being drunk : t'elve pence shall go into the box, 
and t'other four my partner and I will share 
betwixt us. There's a new path to thrift, wench ; 
we must live, we must live, girl. 
WID. And at last die for all together. 
[Jxeunt BLOODHOUND, WIDOW, ][AID, and 
MAN. 
SIt. 'Tis a diamond.  [Aside. 

 These interjections probably mean to express that 
Alexander hiccups in the course of what he says.--Collier. 
 [In allusion to Alexander.] 
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Enter ]LOODHOUND, TIM, and SIM. 
BLOOD. There, sirrah, there's his bond: run 
into the Strand, 'tis six weeks since the tallow- 
chandler fetched my hundred marks I lent him to 
set him up, and to buy grease ; this is his day, I'll 
have his hoites for't else, so pray tell him. 
TI.L But are a chandler's hones worth so much, 
father  
BLOOD. Out, coxcomb ! 
SIM. Worth so much! I know my master will 
make dice of them ; then 'tis but letting Master 
Alexander carry them next Christmas to the 
Temple, 1 he'll make a hundred marks a night of 
them. 

I It was formerly usual to celebrate Christmas, at the 
several inns of court, with extraordinary festivity. Some- 
times plays or masques were performed ; and when these 
were omitted, a greater degree of licence appears to have 
been allowed to the students than at other times. In 
societies where so many young men, possessed of high 
spirits, and abounding with superflttotm sums of money, 
were asembled, it will not seem wonderful to find the 
liberty granted at this season should be productive of many 
irregularities. Among others, gaming, in the reigu of 
James I., when this play was probably written, had been 
carried to such an extravagant height as to demand the 
interposition of the heads of some of the societies to pre- 
vent the evil consequences attending it. In the ]2th of 
James I. orders for reformation and better government of 
the inns of court and Chancery were made by the readers 
and benchers of the four houses of court ; among which is 
the following:--" For that disorders in the C'ir/*tmas-time, 
may both infect the minds, and prejudice the estates and 
fortunes, of the young gentlemen in the same societies : it 
is therefore ordered, that there shall be commons of the 
house kept, in every house of court, during the Christma ; 
and that none shall play iu their several halls at the dice, 
except he be a gentleman of the same society, and in com- 
mons ; and the benefits of the boxes to go to the butlers of 
every house respeetively."--Dugdale's " Orig. Jurid.," p. 
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BLOOD. Nay, nay, I am noble, fellow, very 
noble, a very rock of friendship ; but--but I had 
a house and barn burnt down to the ground since 
you were here. 
ANC. How? 
BLoo]). How $ burned--ask Sira. 
SIM. By fire, sir, by fire. 
BLOOV. To build up which, "for I am a poor 
man--a poor man, I was forced by course of law 
to enter upon your land, and so, for less money 
than you had of me, I was thin to sell it to another. 
That, by four days' stay, a man should lose his 
blood ! our liviugs ! our blood ! O my heart ! O 
my head ! 
Ac. Pray, take it not so heinous, we'll go to 
him : I'll buy it again of him, he won't be too cruel. 
BLOOV. A dog, a very dog; there's more mercy 
in a pair of unbrihed bailifi. To shun all such 
solicitings: he's rid to York. A very cut-throat 
rogue ! But I'll send to him. 
ANC. An honest old man, how it moves him! 
[Aside.] This was ny negligence. Good ,Sire, 
convey him into some warmer room ; and I pray, 
however Fortune--she that gives ever with the 
dexterity she takes--shall please to fashion out 
my suftrings, yet for his sake, my deceased 
father, the long friend of your heart, in your 
health keep me happy. 
BLoo). O right honest young man ! Sire. 
SLt Sir. 
BLoo. Have I done't well 
St. The deil himself could not have done't 
better. 
BLOO. I tell thee an old saw, sirrah-- 
IIe that dissembles in wealth shall not want ; 
They say doomsday's comirg, but think you not o't. 
This will make the pot seethe, Sire. 
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'lffer ANCIENT YOUNG. 
ALEX. And hark. 
DItAWER. Are these the company, sir ? 
ANt. Yes, but those I like not; these are not 
they: I'll stay i' th' next room till my company 
come. 
l RAWER. Where you please, sir ; pray follow 
me. [Exeunt. 
CAPT. I hear him coming up gingerly. 
ALEX. O, he tramples upon the bosom of a 
tavern with that dexterity, as your lawyers' clerks 
do to Westminster Hall upon a dirty day with a 
pair of white silk stockings. 
Enter TII. 
Brother Tim, why, now you're a man of your word, 
I see. 
TI..Nay, I love to be as good as my say. 
See, brother, look, there's the rest of your money 
upon the ring. I cannot spend a penny, for I 
have ne'er a penny left. What are these ? what 
are these ? 
ALEX. Gallants of note and quality; he that 
sits taking tobacco is a captain, Captain Carvegut. 
T. He will no make a capon of me, will he ? 
ALEX. Are you not my brother ? He that 
pours out the sparkling sprightly claret is a lieu- 
tenant under him, Lieutenant Bottom. He was a 
serjeant first. 
TI. Of the Poultry or of Wood Street ? 
ALEX. Of the Poultry ?  of a woodcock ! 
A serjeant in the field, a man of blood. 
T,. I'll take my leave, brother, I am in gveat 
haste. 

[The Poultry in Wood Street is meant.] 
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Ox,Es. Ay, ay, ay. Fill his glass. 
TI. Why, then, I will drink to nobody once 
more, because I will drink again. 
Agrx. Did not I tell you ? More wine there, 
drawer. 
Sua This pageant's worth the seeing, by this 
hand. 
TL. Methinks this glass was better that t'other, 
gentlemen. 
CAPT. O sir, the deeper the sweeter ever. 
TIll. Do you think so . 
LIrUT. Ever that when ye drink to nobody. 
TI.. Why, then, I pray give me t'other cup, 
that I may drink to somebody. 
MIS. Coow. I have not drunk yet, sir. 
ALEX. Again, ye witch'. Drink to the young 
gentlewoman. 
Ti-. Mistress Lindabrides. 
e'E. Thanks, most ingenious sir. 
TI. She's n little shame-faced. The deeper 
the sweeter, forsooth. 
ALEX. POX on you for  coxcomb! 
nler ANCIENT YOUNG [standing aside]. 
A Nc. I' th' next room I have seen and heard all. 
(  noble sohliers ! 
TI.I. Here, boys, give us some more wine. 
There's a hundred marks, gallants ; 'tis your own, 
an' do but let me bear an office nmongst ye. I 
know as great  matter has been done for s small 
a sum. Pray let me flfilow the fashion. 
CAPT. Well, for once take up the money. Give 
me tt cup of sack, and give me your hand, sir  and, 
because our Flemish corporal was lately choked at 
]elft with a flap-dragon,  bear you his name and 

1 [See Dyce's Middleto, i. 66.] 
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Enter IANDALL. 
RAN. lVhe high King Henry rul'd thi land,  
The couple of her 
Besides ltur queen was tearl lodd, 
A fair and prineelywidou,s. 
Hark you, widows; Randalls was disturbed in 
c,,itations abou lands, ploughs, and cheese- 
presses in Wales; and, by cat, hut have forgo 
where hur and hut mee soon a prigh dark even- 
ings. 
Win. Why, on the 'Change, in the Dutch walks. 
A. 0 haw, have hut  bu Randalls was talk 
no Dutch; pray meet her in the Welsh walk. 
Was no Welh walk there ? 
WID. Fie, no ! There are no Welsh merchants 
there  
]AN. Mass. was fery true, was all shentlemen 
in Wales. Hur never saw hur shambermaid : 
pray, where was her shamhermaid 
JAR. Taken up i' th' kitchen, sir. 
I-h'. Can bur make wedding-ped pravely for 
Randalls and widows ? 
WID. Pray tell him, Jam-is, whe'r  she can or no. 
JAn. Sir, not to delay, but to debilitate the 
strength of your active aITrehension of my mis- 
tress's favour-- 
RAN. Was fery good words. 
JAR. Hark in your ear : she will have her nest 
feathered with no British breed. 
RAN. Sounds, was not British so good as Eng- 
lish ' 

x k stanza, with some alterations, of the old ballad of 
"Fair Ro-amond," [printed in Deloney's "Oarland of 
Good-Will."] See Percy's " Reliques," vol. ii. 
2 See note on p. 47. 
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MAID. Yes, forsooth. [Exit. 
JAR. ]ut pray, forsooth, how do you mean to 
dispose of your suitors ? 
WID. Shall I tell thee ? For this, thou hast 
given him his cure, and he is past care; tbr old 
Bloodhound the sawmonger, I writ to him to meet 
me soon, at ten in the dark, upon the 'Change ; 
and if I come not by ten, he should stay till twelve : 
intimating something mystically that, to avoid sur- 
prisals of other rivals, I mean to go from thence 
with him to lie at his house all night, and go to 
church with him i' th" morning ; when my meaning 
is only knavery, to make myself merry, and let 
him cool his heels  there till morning. 
JAr,. And now have I a whimsy, newly jumped 
into the coll of ingenious apprehension, to sauce 
him daintily; that for that. What think you of 
the gentleman that brought a stool with him out 
of the hall, and sat down at dinner with you in the 
parlour ? 
WI. They say he's au ancient, but I affect not 
his eolours. 
J.r,. But what say you to the mad, victorious 
Alexander ? 
WD. A wild, mad roarer, a trouble not worth 
minding. 
J,r,. He will mind you ere morning, troth, ntis- 
tress. [Asi, le.] There waits a gentleman i' th' 
next room that hath a long time loved you, and 
has watched for such an hour, when all was out of 
doors, to tell you so; and, none being within but 
you and I, he desires you would hear him speak, 
and there's an end on't. 

 To cool his heels is a very common expression, which for 
some reason, or perhaps no reason, wa altered in the edi- 
tion of 1780, to cool hi,**df.--Collier. 
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Methought, sat playing on that pair of crystals,  
Carrying, to the swiftness of covetous fancy, 
The very letters we spell love with. 
WID. Fie, fie ! 
JAR. I have struck her to the heart, though nty 
face 
Apparelled with this shield of gravity, [bear] - 
The neglected roughness of a soldier's dart. 
These diamond-pointed eyes but hither throw, 
And you will see a young spring on't ; but ques- 
tion 
Time's fair ones, they'll confess, though with a 
blush. 
They have often found good wine at an old bush 
My blood is young, and full of amorous heats, 
\;hich but branch'd out into these lusty veins, 
Would play and dally, and in wanton turnings' 
"Would teach you strange constructions, [madam.] 
Let time and place then, with love's old friend, 
Opportunity, instruct you to be wise. 
WID. Alas, sir ! 
Where learned you to catch occasions thus ? 
JAR. Or" a lawyer's clerk, wench, that, with six 
such catches, leaped in five years from his desk to 
his coach, drawn with four horses. 
WID. Do you mean marriage ? 
JAR. Marriage is a cloying meat; marry wh,, 
thou woot to make a show to shroud thee from the 

 A common expression to siguify the eyes. See several 
instances in Mr Steevens's note on "King Henry V.," act ii. 
sc. 3. 
- [The text has been changed here, ith ,hat degree of 
success the reader has to determine. It the former editions 
it stood thus--- 
"Through my face 
Apparelled with this field of gravity, 
The neglected roughness of a soldter's dart." 
Perhaps this passage was intended as an addc.] 
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ing; for, alas! now I shall have the old man, 
whether I will or no. 
ALEX. 1 have such a stripling for thee, he wants 
one eye, and is crooked-legged ; but that was broke 
at football. 
A.c. Alas '. we cannot mouhl men, you know. 
ALEX. He's rich, he's rich, Moll. 
[,LL. I hate him and his riches. Good sir, 
are you to be married in earnest  
ALEX. In earnest! Why, do you think men 
marry, as fencers sometimes fight, in jest ? Shall 
I show her Mistress Elizabeth's letter I snatched 
from thee  [I'o A.NCIE.NT.] 
ANC. Not, and thou ]ovest me. 
][,,LL. Good brother, let me see it; sweet 
brother, dainty brother, honey brother. 
ALEX. 'o indeed, you shall not see it, sweet 
sister, dainty sister, honey sister. 
I,)LL. 0 good sir, since so long time I have 
loved you, let me not die for your sake. 
ALEX. The tide turns. [Aside.] 
ANt. Long time loved me ! 
IoLL. Long ere you went to sea, I did. 
I have lov'd you very long with all my heart. 
ALEX. Think of Bess, think of Bess; "tis the 
better match. 
MOLL. You wicked brotler ! Indeed I love you 
better than all the Besses in the worhl ; and if to- 
night I shift not into better fortunes, to-morrow I 
am made the miserablest wife marriage and misery 
can produce. 
ALEX. Is't possible ? 
hIoaL. Alas, sir ! I am to marry an old nmn--a 
very old man, trust me. I was strange  in the 

 i.e., Shy, coy. See note to " Cymbeline," act i. sc. 7, 
edit. 17 7 8.Steevens. 
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Tr. Pish, we'll have as many more to-morrow 
night ; but still I swore 'twas a woodcock: she 
swore 'twas a blackbird ; nosy who shall we be 
tried by hut Serjeant Sliceman, Captain Carvegut's 
cousin here ? a trifling wager, a matter of the 
reckoning was laid; the serjeant swore 'twas a 
blackbird. I presently paid the reckoning, and 
she clapped o' the breast presently, and swore 'twas 
a woodcock, as if any other would pass after the 
reckoning was paid. 
MIs. COOTE. This was a pretty one, I protest. 
TI. Made sure before such a mad crew of wit- 
nesses, sirrah. Grannum, airs agreed, Sue's-- 
St'E. Ay, you may see how you men can be- 
tray poor maids. 

Mer LIEUTENANT. 

LIEUT. Do you hear, corporal ? yonder's Serjeant 
Sliceraan, and the brave crew that supped with us, 
have called for three or four gallons of wine, and 
are offering money. 
TLt. How! prythee, grannum, look to Dab: 
do you two but hold them in talk, whilst I steal 
down and pay the reckoning. 
LIEUT. Do't daintily : they'll stay all night. 
TI.[. That's it I would have, man: we'll make 
them all drunk; they'll never leave us else, and 
still as it comes to a crown, I'll steal down and 
pay it in spite of their teeth. Remember, there- 
fore, that ye make them 'all drunk; but be sure 
you keep me sober to pay the reckonings. 
O.tNES. Agreed, aoTeed. 
]hs. COOTE. 0 Jarvis, Jvis, how I long till I 
see thee ! [Exeunt. 
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JAR. To turn the scent then, and to cheat inqui- 
sition the more ingeniously 
BLOOD. And to bob Sir Nicholas most neatly. 
J,m. Be sure, all this night, in the hearing of 
any that you shall but suspect to be within hear- 
ing, to call her nothing but Mistress Coote. 
BLOOD. Or Widow Coote. 
JAR. Yes, you may put her in so ; but be sure 
you cohere in every particle with the precedent 
fallacy, as that you have loved her long, though 
till this day--and so as I did demonstrate. 
BLOOD. But how an' she should say she is not 
Widov Coote, and that she knows no such woman, 
and so spoil all ? 
JAR. Trust that with her wit and my instruc- 
tions. We suspected a spy, and therefore she will 
change her voice. 
BLOOD. Thou hast a delicate mistress of her. 
JAR. One thing more, and yon meet presently. 
Mine aunt has had nine husbands ; tell her you'll 
hazard a limb, and make the tenth. 
BLOOD. Prythee, let me alone ; and Sir :Nicho- 
l were here himself, he should swear 'twere thim; 
aunt. 
JAR. [To ]IISTRESS COOTE.] Go forwards 
towards him ; be not too full of prattle, but make 
use of your instructions. 
BLOOD. Who's there ? Widow Coote ? 
]Iis. COOTE. Master Bloodhound, as I take it. 
BLOOD. She changes her voice bravely. I must 
tell thee, true widow, I have loved thee a long 
time (look how the rogue looks !), but had never 
the wit to let thee know it till to-day. 
MIS. COOKE. So I was given to understand, 
sir. 
J.R. Is't not a fool finely ? [A ide. 
JohN. Handsome, by this hand. 
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BLOOD. I like thy dwelling well upon the Fleet- 
ditch. 
IIS. COOTE. A pretty wholesome air, sir, in the 
summer-time. 
BLOOD. Wh would think 'twere she, Jarvis '! 
J.tR. I tohl ye she was tutored. [Aside.] 
BLOOD. l'll home with her presently ; some 
stays up in the dark. 
JAm Fool! and he have any private discourse 
 ith her, they discover themselves one to another, 
and so spoil the plot. _No trick ! no, by no means, 
sir, hazard your person with her ; the bold rogue 
may COlne up cl,Jse, so discover her to be my mis- 
tress, and recover her with much danger to you. 
]LOOD. He has got a dagger. 
J.tt:. And a sword six tbot ia length. I'll carry 
her home for you, therefore [iet] not a light be 
stirring. For I know your rivals will watch your 
house. Sire shall show us the chamber, we'll con- 
dut her Ul i' th' dark, shut the do,_r to ler above, 
and presently come down and let you in below. 
BLOOD. There was never such a Jarvis heard of. 
Bid Sire to be careful; by the same token, I told 
him lie shuld feed to-morrow for all the week 
after. Good night, Widow Coote; my man 
tayeth up; we will bob Sir Nicholas bravely. 
Good night, sweet Widow Coote ; I do but seem 
to part ; we'll meet at home, wench. [Exit. 
MIS. COOTE. Adieu, my sweet dear heart. 
Jar,. Go you with me. So, so, I'll cage this 
cuckoo, 
And then for nay young madcap ; if all hit right, 
This morning's mirth shall crown the craft o' th' 
night. 
Follow me warily. 
Ms. COOTE. I warrant thee, Jarvis, let me alone 
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to right myself into the garb of a lady. O, strange ! 
to see how dreams fall by contraries; I shall be 
coached to-morrow, and yet last night dreamed I 
was carted. Prythee, keep a little state ; go, Jar- 
vis. [Exeunt. 
L"nter IANDALL. [Midnight.] 
R.. Was fery exceeding drk, but here is high 
pumps, sure, here is two couple of cross-ways, and 
there was the street where Grace dwells. One 
hundred pound in mornings in round shillings, and 
wife worth one thousand, ere hur go to bed. Ran- 
dall's fortunes comes tumbling in like lawyers' fees, 
huddle upon huddle. 

Eider [OLL. 

-IOLL. O sweet Ancient, keep thy word and win 
my heart. They say a moonshine night is good tu 
run away with another man's wife; but I am sure 
a dark night is best to steal away my father's 
daughter. 
RN. Mary. 
MOLL. O, are you come, sir. there's a box of 
land and livings, 1 know not what you call it. 
RA.'. Lands and livings ? 
MOLL. Nay, nay; and we talk, we are undone. 
Do you not see the watch coming up Gracious 
Street yonder? This cross-way was the worst 
place we could have met at; but that is yours, 
and I am yours; but, good sir, do not blame me, 
that i so suddenly yielded to your love ; alas ! you 
know what a match on't I should have to-morrow 
else. 
RAN. Hur means the scurvy Ancient. [Aside. 
MOLL. I' th' morning we shall be man and wife, 
and then-- Alas, I am undone! the watch are 
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RAI. How did watch let her go to'Grace's Street? 
MAID. They knew me, and let me pass. 
RAN. Well now hur understands Maries loves 
l'andalls so mighty deal 
hlxtv. If John have not told him, I'll be hanged. 
[as/de.] 
RAx. Maries shall go with Randalls to lodgings, 
and that bur father work no divorcements, he will 
lie with her all to-night, and marry her betimes 
next morning: meantime, bur will make lands 
and livings fast. 
IAID. How ? father! this is a mistake sure; 
an,l, to fashion it fit for mine own following, I 
will both question and ans er in ambiguities that 
if he snap me one way, I may make myself good 
i' th' other ; and as lie shall discover himself, I'll 
pursue the conceit accordingly. [Aside.] But 
will ye not deceive me ? maids  are many men's 
almanacs ; the dates of your desires out, we serve 
for nothing but to light tobacco. 
1LN. ]f ]andall false to .]Iaries prove, 
Then let not Maries ]Iandalls love : 
]:or ]?adalls was so true as Jove, 
.'lint .]laries was bur joy. 
].f Eandalls was not I)ritain born, 
Zet 2Iaries llandalls lrrow adorn, 
.4 nd let her give a ford great ]orn 
7"o Randalls. 
Ifur will love bur creat deal of much, hur warrant 
liar. 
.MAID. And 'tis but venturing a maidenhead ; if 
the worst come to the worst, it may come back 
with advantage. [Exeunt. 

[Old copy. many minds.] 
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Eater in her night-clothes, as going to bed, WIDOW 
and MAID. 

WID. Is not Mary come home yet  
MAID. NO, forsooth. 
WID. 'Tis a fine time of night, I shall thank her 
for't: 'tis past eleven, I am sure. Fetch the 
prayer-book lies within upon my bed. 
MArD. Yes, forsooth. [Exit. 
WID. I wonder what this gentleman should be 
that catched me so like Jarvis: he said he has 
fitted old Bloodhound according to his quality; 
but I must not let him dally too long upon my 
daily company: lust is a hand-wolf, who witlt 
daily feeding, one time or other, takes a sudden 
start upon his benefactor. 

Enter MAID. 

I'AID. 0 mistress, mistress ! 
WID. What's the matter, wench ? 
MAID. A man, a man under your bed, mistress. 
WID. A man ! what man ? 
MAID. A neat man, a proper man, a well- 
favoured man, a handsome man. 
WID. Call up John : where's Jarvis ? 
MAID. Alas! I had no power to speak; his 
very looks are able to make a woman stand as 
still as a miller's horse, when he's loading. 0, 
he comes, he comes ! [Exit. 

Enter ALEXANDER. 

WID. How came you hither, sir  how got you 
in  
ALEX. As citizens' wives do into masques, 
whether I would or no. lay, nay, do not doubt 
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WID. Should they come up and see this, what 
could they think, but that some foul, uncivil act of 
shame had this night stained my house ? and as 
good marry him as my name lost for ever. [A side.] 
ALEX. Will you have me, afore t'other sleeve 
goes off ? 
WID. Do, hang yourself ; I will not have you-- 
look, look, if he have not pulled it off quite : why, 
you wonnot pull off your boots too, will you ? 
ALEX. L'reeches and all, by this flesh. 
WID. What, and stand naked in a widow's 
chamber ? 
ALEX. As naked as Grantham steeple or the 
Strand May-pole, by tbi spur: and what your 
grave parishioners will think on't ? 
J),r,. Gentlemen. pray keep down. 
WID. Alas! they are at the stairs' foot ; for 
heaven's sake, sir ! 
ALEX. Will you have me i 
Win. What shall I do ? no. 
ALEX. This is the last time of asking: they 
come up, and down go my breechea Will you 
have me  
WD. Ay, ay, ay, alas! and your breeches go 
down, I am undone for ever. 
ALEX. Why, then, kiss me upon't. And yet 
there's no cracking your credit: Jarvis, come in, 
Jarvis. 

'rter JARVIS. 

JAR. I have kept my promise, sir; you've 
eatched the old one. 
WID. How, catched ? is there nobody below, 
then ? 
JAr,...Nobody but John. forsooth, recovering a 
tobacco snuff, that departed before supper. 
WID. And did you promise this, sir ? 
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old proverbs and pithy saws, pray let me seal up 
the mistake with one that will appear very season- 
ably.. 
tLOOD. And I pray let's hear it, sir. 
SII. You, a new-fangled fowler, came to show 
your art i' th' dark; but take this truth, you 
catched in truth a cuckoo for't. 

.Eater TIM and SUE. 

BL',)OD. Heyday, we are .cheated by thc rule, 
i' faith. Now, sirrah, they say you are to be 
married too. 
TL. Yes, indeed, father, I am going to the 
business; and, gentlemen all, I am come, whether 
you will or no, to invite you all to my marriage to 
this gentlewoman who, though a good face needs 
no mask, she's masked, to make a man think she 
has a scurvy face, when I know she has a good 
face. This is sack to them, and out of their 
element. 
BL,)OD. But, sirrah, setting aside marriages, 
wh,rc's my hundred marks you went to receive '. 
"l'[. Hum !--upon such a match of mine, talk 
of a hundred marks ! this is to drink igaoble four- 
.hillings beer. A hundred marks! why your 
lavyer there can clear such a trifle in a term, and 
his clients ne'er the better. 
BLOOD. Such a match! I pray discover her; 
 hb, t is she ? 
Tit. What is she! here's my brother knows 
what she is well enough. Come hither, Dab, and 
be it known unto you, her name is Lindabrides, 
descended from the Emperor Trebatio of Greece, 
and half-niece, some six-and-fifty descents, to the 
most unvanquished Clarindiana. 



ALEX. Who's this ? Pox on't ! what makes that 
bawd yonder I [ Unma.4"s her. 
CON. I am very much deceived if I did not 
send this gentlewoman very drunk t'other night 
to the Compter. 
TII. I tell thee, prattling constable, 'tis a lie: 
Lindabrides a drunkard '. 
ALEX. Harkee, brother, where lies her living . 
TIt. Where ? why, in Greece. 
ALEX. In grease. 
SiI. She looks as if she had sohl kitchen-stuff. 
ALEX. This is a common whore, and you a cheated 
coxcomb. Come hither, )ou rotten hospital, hung 
round with greasy satin; do not you know thi. 
vermin ! 
him. COO'rE. I winked at you, Sue, and you 
could have seen me : there's one Jarvis, a rope on 
him, h' has juggled me into the suds too. 
CON. Now I know her name too: do not you 
pass under the name of Sue Shortheels, minion . 
SUE. Go look, Master Littlewit. Will not any 
woman thrust herself upon a good fortune when 
it is offered her ? 
BLOOD. Sir Marmaduke, you are a justice of 
peace; I charge you in the king's name. you and 
Master Ambidexter, to assist me with the whore 
and the bawd to Bridewell. 
Sin. M:,;. By my troth, we will, and we shall 
have an excellent stomach by that time dinner's 
ready. 
An. Ay, ay, away with them, away with them ! 
Mrs. COOTE. 0 this rogue Jat3is! 
[Exeuat COOTE ad SHORTHEELS. 
BLOOD. -ow, now, you look like a melancholy 
,log, that had lost his dinner ; where's my hundred 
marks now, you coxcomb  
Trot. Truly, father, I have paid some sixteen 
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ALEX. But shall the pies be spoiled then ? 
JAm Leg her alone, if her httsbnd do not know 
this 
OINES. Ha, ha, ha, ha, h'a ! 
BLOOD. Her husband, I told you, waz a madma/a. 
ANt. Why, her husband's dead, sir. 
Jart. He is not dead, sir; he had it spread o' 
purpose; he is in England, and in your house; 
and look, do you not see him ? 
WID. Where, where ? 
JAP,. Here, here he is that hath found rash 
jealousy, 
Love's joys, and a vife whose discreet carriage 
Can intinaate to all men a fair freedom, 
And to one be faithful. Such a wife I prove, 
Her husband's glory, worth a wealthy love. 
WID. You're welcome to my soul, sir. 
BLOOD. By my troth, Master Wa._% this was a 
wag's trick indeed j but I knew I knew you; l 
remembered you a month ago, but that I had for- 
gotten where I saw you. 
SIM. I knew you were a crafty merchant ; 1 you 
helped my master to such bargains upon the 
Exchange last night : here has been the merriest 
morning after it. 
ALEX. My pitchel's broke just at the well-head ; 
but give me leave to tell you, sir, that you have a 
noble wife, and indeed such a one as wouhl 
worthily feast the very discretion of a wise man's 
desire. Her wit ingeniously waits upon her vir- 
tue, and her virtue advisedly gives freedom to her 
wit ; but because my marriage shnll seriously pro- 
ceed, I wed myselt; sir, to obedience and filial 
regularity, and vow to redeem, in the duty of a 
son, the affection of a father. 

[This word has been already explained more than once.] 
VOL. XIII. (. 
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She were venturing on crack'd ice ; and takes 
delight 
To step into the print your foot hath made, 
And will follov you whole fields: so she will 
drive 
Tediousness out of time with her sweet character, o 
And therefore, good my friend, forbear to try 
The gold has pass'd the fire. 
Lot. Thou foolish friend, 
Beauty, like the herb larix, is cool i' th' water, 
But hot i' th' stomach. Women are smooth 
flatterers, 
But cunning injurers. 
PHIL. Thou wondrous yellow friend. 
Temper an antidote with antimony, 
And 'tis infectious : mix jealousy with marriage, 
It poisons virtue : let the child feel the sting, 
He'll fly the honeycomb. Has she one action 
That can expose you to distrust ? 
Lore O, when the Alexanders-leaf looks most 
green,. 
The sap is then most bitter. An approv'd 
appearance 
Is no authentic instance : she that is lip-holy 
Is many times heart-hollow. Here she comes, 

Tnter .ABSTEMIA. 

A prayer-book in her hand ! O hypocrisy ! 
How fell'st thou first in love with woman ? will 
try again, 
But this one time ? 
PmI. Condition'd you will stand 
Ear-witness to our conference ; that you may take 
In at your ear a virtue that will teach 
Your erring soul to wonder. 
Lot. He would wittol me 
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A lodger in thy bosom, proclaims thee partner 
In all he hath but me : O, be not counterfeit ! , 
We all conclude, a diamond with clouds 
The goldsmith casts into his dust : and a gentle- 
man 
So blemish'd in his honour, blots his name 
Out of the herald's book, stands a lost man 
In goodness and opinion. 0 Philippo, 
Make me once more so happy to beheve 
'Tis but a painted passion. 
LOR. Most acute witch ! i 
PHIL. Come, learn of your city waail: with 
one eye 
Violently love your husband, and with t'other 
Wink at your friend. 
LOR. I will not trust you, brother. 
PIIIL. He seeks: will ye not have him find ? 
cries ye out 
In his mad fits a strumpet ; rails at all women, 
Upon no cause, but because you are one : 
He gives wound upon wound, and then pours 
vinegar 
Into your bleeding reputation, 
Poison'd with bitter calumny. Pox on him ! 
Pile a reciprocal reward upon him : 
Let ballad-mongers crown him with their scorns : 
Who buys the buck's-head well deserves the 
horns. 
Demur not on't, but clap them on. 
ABs. You are, sir, 
Just like the Indian hyssop, prais'd of strangers 
For the sweet scent, but hated of the inhabitants 
For the injurious quality. Can he love the wife, 

 Of course all that Lorenzo says in this scene in the 
presence of Abstemia is ide, and while he stands unseen 
by her.--b'ollier. 
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That would betray the husband  Hast thou not 
seen me 
Bear all his injuries, as the ocean suffers 
The any bark to plough thorough her bosom, 
And yet is presently so smooth, the eye 
Cannot perceive where the wide wound was made  
And cannot this inform, I love him better 
In his sour follies, than you in your sweet flatteriesl 
If Verona hath observ'd any errors in me, 
I well may call for gTace to amend them, 
But will never fall from grace to befriend you. 
PHIL. With what a majesty good women 
thunder ! 
LOl. H' has given her some close nod that I 
am here. 
As. Rip up the end of thy intent, and see, 
How shame and fear do lurk where you would 
walk, 
Like a pair of serpents in a flow'ry mead. 
Lust sees with pleasure, but with fear doth tread 
PHIL. Yery brave, woman ! 
A]s. What is the pleasure thou pursu'st ? A 
sin 
Finish'd with infinite sorrows. Read, and find, 
How barb'rous nations punish it with death : 
How a minute's sin so stolen, though in the face 
Sit summer calms all smooth, yet thou wilt hear, 
From the eternal 'larum  of thy conscience, 
How it sets within thy soul continual tempests, 
Thunder and dismal blackness! Mark but the 
course 
Of the holy-seeming hollow man, and see 
How he that glories heaven with no honour, 
Covets to glorify himself with honesty. 

[Old copy, 
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CLOWN. But did ve mark how bitterly he close,1 
it with a middling jest  
Lop. What was that, I prythee  
CLOWN. Why, quoth he again, Confidence makes 
not so many cuckolds iu England, but craft pick. 
open more padlocks in Italy. 
Joy. That was something sharp. But there shy 
conies. 
'ater I)OROTHEA ald FRANCISCO. 

LOD. Ye shall see how I'll put ye all upon her 
presently. 
CLOWN. Then I shall take my turn. 
Dolt. Francis. 
FRA.. Madam. 
Dolt. Have you changed the ditty you last set 
FRAN. I have, madam. 
Do. The conceit may stand; but I hope you 
have clothed the method in  more Christian-Ilk, 
apparel. 
Frt.,'. I have, lady. 
Dot,. :Pray, let me hear it now. 
FRAN. ,She that i these days looks for truth, 
Seldom or never.finds in sooth. 
Doff. That's wondrous well. 
(jLOWN. 'es, in sadness. 
LOD. :peace, sirrah ! nay, she's built of modesty. 
FRAN. E,en as a wiclced kiss defiles the lips, 
,',; do new fashions her that through them trips. 
Don. Very too, lest language. 
RAN. She that doth pleasure tse for what "twill 
brbty her, 
II'ill plucl; a rose, although site lorick her finger. 
DOlt. :put in htrt her.finger, good Francis : the 
phrase will be more decent. 
PA. Y' are a wondrous happy man in one so 
virtuous ! 
VOL. XIII. tI 
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CL0W'. Pshaw, there's nothing against a 
woman's will ; and I dare be sworn, if my lady 
kiss but any one man, 'tis because she cannot do 
with all. 
LOp. Nay, I know that to be true, nay lords : 
and at this time, because you cannot do with all, 
pray kiss them in order ; kiss her all over, gentle- 
men, anti we are gone. 
Dot,. lay, good my lord, 'tis against our 
nation's custom. 
Lop. I care not ; let naturals love nations : 
hIy humour's my humour. 
SPIN. I must have my turrt too, then. 
Jov. It must go round. 
DoP,. Fie, fie ! 
Lop. Look how she spits now ! 
J,xs. The deeper the sweeter, lads: 
CLOWN. The nearer the bone, the sweeter the 
flesh, lady. 
Dot,. Iov now, sauce-box ! 
CLOWN. Did not ray lord bid the gentlemen 
kiss you all over  
LOp. ] have sweet cause to be jealous, have I 
not, gentlemen ? no. Crede uod ]gabes, eg ]abes 
still. He that believes he has horns, has them. 
Y'ill you go bring my horse, sir ? 
C.ow. I will bring your horse,, sir, and your 
horse shall bring his tail with him. [l:it. 
Lop. Francis I prythee, stay thou at home with 
thy lady. Get thy instrument ready ; this melan- 
choly will spoil her : before these lords here make 
her but laugh, when we are gone 
Fn,x;. Laugh before these lords when they are 
gone, sir ! 
LOD. Pish! I mean, make her laugh heartily 
before we come home, and, before these lords, I 
promise thee a lease of forty crowns per annum. 
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Held no artillery of power to shake it. 
Upon which I resolv'd to try conclusions ; 
Assum'd this name and fortune, sought this ser- 
vice : 
And I will tell ye truly what I guess you. 
DoR. You will not ravish me, Francis ? 
FRAN. :No; but unravel ye in two lines ex- 
perience writ lately-- 
xtremes in virtue are but clouds to zce ; 
,She'll do i' th' dark uho is i' th' day too nice. 
Dot,. Indeed ye do not well to belie me thus. 
F'. Come, I'll lie with thee, wench, and 
make all well again. Though your confident lord 
makes use of Orede quod babes, et habes, and holds 
it impossible for any to be a cuekohl, [and] can be- 
lieve himself none, I would have his lady have 
more wit, and clap them on. 
Dot,. And truly, Francis, some women now 
would do't 
FrtAN. Who can you choose more convenient to 
practise with than me, whom he doats on . where 
shall a man find a friend but at home  so you 
break one proverb's pate, and give the other a 
plaster. Is't a match, wench  
Dolt. Well, for once it is: but, and ye do any 
more, indeed I'll tell my husband. 
FIA. But when shall this once be ? now ? 
Dot.. Now ? no indeed, Francis. 
It shall be soon at night, when your lord's come 
home. 
F,AN. Thon ! how is it possible ? 
DoR. Possible! women can make any of these 
things possible, Francis : now many casualties may 
cross us ; but soon at night my lord, I'm sure, wiil 
be so sleepy, what with his journey and deep 
healths for the duke's return, that before he goes 
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to bed (as he uses still when he has been hard 
a-drinking) he will sleep upon the bed in's clothes 
so sound, bells would not wake him, rung in the 
chamber. 
F',x. The cuck)ld slumbers; and though his 
wife hit him o' th' forehead with her heel, he 
dreams of no such matter. 
Don. Now Pambo, that makes him merry in 
his chamber, shall, when the candle's out and he 
asleep, ])ring you into the chamber. 
FriAr'. But will he be secret  
Dort. Will he, good soul ! I am not to try, him 
now. 
FAx. 'Sfoot, this is brave, 
5Iy kind lord's fool is my cunning.lady's -knave. 
But, pray, how then  
Doff. When you are in at door on right before 
you, you shall feel the bed ; ve me but softly a 
touch, I'll rise, and follow you into the next 
chamber : but truly, and you do not use me kindly, 
I shall cry out and spoil all. 
FrtAN. Use you kindly! was lady e'er used 
cruelly i' th' dark ? Do you but prepare Pambo 
and your maid: let me alone with her mistress. 
About eleven I desire to be expected. 
Don. And till the clock strike twelve, I'll lie 
awake. 
FAN. How ye dare kiss ? 
Dort. Once with my friend, or so i yet you may 
take two, Francis. 
FRAX. ]ly cast is ames-ace then. 
DoP,. Deuce-ace had got the game. 
FP, A.. Why, then, you're welcome. Adieu, my 
dainty mistress. 
DOR. Farewell, kind Francis. [Exeunt. 
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Lop. I have no more manners than a goose. 
Farewell, 
My chaste, delicious Doll. What may his life 
Be compar'd to that meets with such a wife ! 
[Exit. 
Enter CLOWN. 
Fx. Pish, Pambo ! 
CLOWn. Here, boy. 
Frt.,N. Go meet him in the garden, and hark. 
CLOWn. Excellent ! I'll play my lady, I warrant 
ye. 
FrA.. Do't daintily. 
CLOWX. Well, I may hope for a 'squire's place ; 
my father was a costermonger. 1 [Exit. 

 A costermonger is a seller of apples ; and an ap1)le- 
squire was formerly a cant term for a pimp. 
So in Erasmus's" Praise of Folly," translated by Chaloner, 
1549, sig. P. : "Or don you judge peradventure they eouhle 
easily fynde in their hertes, that so many scriveners, so 
many registrers, so manie notaries, so many advocates, so 
many promoters, so many secretaries, so many moyleters, 
so many horsekeepers, so mauy gentlemen of householde, 
so many apavle-,quires , so many baudes, I had almost spoke, 
a softer words," &c. 
Again, in "Faults, Faults, and Nothing but Faultes," 
by Barnaby Rich, 1606, p. 24: "Shee shall not want the 
assistance of her ruffians, her apple-srluires , and of those 
brothell queanes that lodge, that harbour, and that retain 
her." 
A_-aln, in Ben Jonson's "Every Man in his Humour," 
iv. 1' 
'. Well. good wife bawd, Cob's wife, and you, 
That make your husband uch a huddy dodd. ; 
And you. young apple-squir and old cuckold-maker, 
I I1 ha' you every one belore a jttstice." 
See also "Dekker's Belman of Londoth" sig. H 2. 
And in Bale's "Actis of Englishe Votaries," 1550, Part I., 
fol. 27 : "Women in those dayes might sore have distained 
their newlie rien opinion of holines, if they had chauneed 
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Nay, in the very act. 'ow what was't brought 
her to't, 
But his dogged usage of her ? 
CLOWN. Nay, she never lived a good day with him. 
LeD. How she goes flaunting too! she must 
have a 
Feather in her head and a cork in her heel. 
CLOWN. Ay, that shows her light from head to 
heel, sir ; and who have heavier heads than thos 
whose wives have light heels ? that feather con- 
founds her. 
Lop. I shall so laugh to hear the comical 
history of the peat Count Lorenzo's horns: but 
as I have such a wife now, what  illain did I 
entertain to teach her music ? H' has done her no 
good since he came, that I saw. 
C.ow. Hang him, h' has made her a little p,.r- 
feet in prick-song, that's all; and it may be, she 
had skill in that before you married her too. 
LOP. She could sing at the first sight, bv this 
hand, Pambo. 
ut hark ! I hear somebody. 

nter FRANCISCO. 

CLOWN'. 'Tis he, sure ; h' has a dreaming whore- 
master's pace. Pray, let me practise my lady's 
part, and counterfeit for her. 
Lop. Can'st thou imitate to th' life ? 
CLowN. Cau I  O wicked Francis ! 
LOP. Admirable ! Thou shalt do't. 
CLOWN. Pray, be you ready with your rapier t,, 
spit him then, and I'll watch him a good turn, I 
warrant ye. 
Fm.. Here they are. If Pambo now comes off 
with his part neatly, the comedy passes bravely. 
Who's there ? madam ? 
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CLOWN. Francis i 
F.t. The same. 
CLOWn. I think this place lies too open to the 
air, Francis ? 
LoI). Delicate Pambo. [Aside.] 
CLOWN. And truly there's a great dew fallen 
to-night ; 
The grass is wondrous wet. 
LOD. Sweet rogue ! [Aide.] 
CLOWN. Come, Francis, 
And let us sport ourselves in yonder rushes, 
And behlg set, I'll smother thee with busses. 
LOD. O villain ! [Aside.] 
FRAY'. Hear me, lady : 
It is enough, my lord hath now a fl'iend 
In these dishonest days, that dares be honest. 
LOD. How is this ? 
CLOWn. Nay, for thy lord, he's a mere cox- 
comb, Francis. 
LOD. Out, rogue ! 
Fr,.. 'Tis but your bad desires that tell you 
SO. 
Can I contain a heart, or can that heart 
Harbour a thought of injury 'gainst him 
Under whose wing I safely stretch my pinions ? 
Has he not nobly entertain'd me ? stand I not 
Next neighbour, save yourself, unto his.heart ! 
Lop. Ay, by this hand, dost thou. 
F. And should I quit him thus ? No, lady, 
no. 
Lop. ]rave Frank ! 
FrowN. I am too wise to fall in love with woe, 
Much less with wo-man. I but took advantage 
Of my lord's absence for your trial, lady. 
For fear some fellow (far hotter rein'd han I) 
Might have sought [her] and sped : and I 'd be loth 
A lord so lovig 
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LOP,. I would appear no satire. 
And for this man (how fain I would call him 
friend !) 
I appeal to the whole state, if at the fight 
Betwixt Biserta galleys and your ace, 
Wherein you pleas'd to send me general there, 
That he deserv'd (let me not take from him 
His merit's meet confession) but I was there, 
The man (the erring man) that crown'd his merit 
With approbation and reward ; brought him home, 
Preferr'd him to those graces you heap'd on him : 
Vore him t neighbour to my heart, as lovers 
Wear jewels, left by their dead friends. I lock'd 
him 
Into my heart, and double-barr'd him there 
With reason and opinion : his extremities 
Fasten'd me more unto him, whilst, like an arch 
Well-built, by how much the more weight I bore, 
I stood  the stronger under lfim ; so lov'd lfim, 
That in his absence still mine ear became 
A sanctuary to his injnr'd name. 
VER. And what from hence infer you ? 
LOR. That 'twas base, 
Base in the depth of baseness, for this wife 
So honouffd and this smooth friend so belov'd 
To conspire betwixt them my dishonour. 
Vn. How ? 
Lot,. To stain my sheets rith lust, a minute's 
theft ; 
To brand perpetually three faces : n husband's, 
.k wife's, and friend's. 
As. O good my lord, 
Cast out this devil from you. 
Lot,. O good my lady, 
Keep not the devil within you, but confess. 

[Old copy, stand.] _ 
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.s. Now Heaven defend me ! ' 
TI.I. What, from a duke's son? marry, come up 
with a murrain, from whence came you, trow, ha. 
]Ior,. Thus nice Gr,ce was at first, and you 
remember. 
T. I would have ye know, housewife, I could 
have taken my coach, and fete:bed him one of the 
best pieces in Milan, and her husband should have 
looked after me, that's neighbours might have 
noted, and cried, areu, ell, haunt,  commend me to 
mine tncle. 
Mog. And yet from these perfumed fo'rune 
Heaven defend you ! 
Ags. Perfumed, indeed. 
MOR. Perfumed ! I am a pander, a rogue, that 
hangs together like a beggar's rags, by geometry, if 
there were not three ladies swore yesterday that 
nay mistress perfumed the coach t so they were fain 
to unbrace all the side-parts, to take in fresh air. 
TI.[. He tells you true; I keep no common 
company, I warrant ye. We vent no breathed 
ware here. 
A_BS. But have ye so many several women to 
answer so many men that come l 
MOR. I'll answer that by demonstration. Have 
ye not observed the variation of a cloud ? some- 
times it will be like a lion, sometimes like a horse, 
sometimes a castle, and yet still a cloud. 
AB.% True. 
Morn Why, so can we make one wench one 
,lay look like a country wench, another day like a 
citizen's wife, another day like a lady, and yet still 
be a punk. 
ABS. VChat shall become of me ? O, the curse 
Of goodness, to leave one woe for a worse ! 

[i.e., Aimt a phrase already explained.] 
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ANT. Leg me borrow goodness from thy lip. 
Farewell. 
Here's a new wonder : I have met heaven in hell. 
[Exeunt. 
Eter VENICE, VERONA, LODOVICO, PANDULPHO, 
JASPRO. 
VER. Is this your chaste, religious lady ? 
LoI). :Nay, good my lord, let it be carried with 
 silent reputation, for the credit of the conclusion. 
As all here are privy to the passage, I do desire 
not to be laughed at till after the masque, and we 
are all ready. I have made bold with some of 
your grace's gentlemen, that are good dancers. 
VErt. 'Tis one of my greatest wonders, credit 
To think what way she will devise here openly 
To perform her so strict penance. 
VEN. It busies me, believe me, too. 
JAs. Ye may see now, sir, how possible it is for 
a cunning lady to make an ass of a lord too con- 
fident. 
Lop. An ass ..' I will prove a contented cuckold 
the wisest man in's company. 
VER. How prove you that, sir ? 
Lop. Because he knows himself. 
VEI. Very well brought in. 
Is all our furniture fit, against the morning, 
To go for Milan  
JAs. Ready, and like your ace. 
VEI. We are given to understand, the injur'd 
princess, 
Whom Count Lorenzo and noble Philippo 
Are. unknown to one another, gone in search of, 
Hath been seen there disguis'd. Strict inquisitiot 
From the duke himself shall, ere many days, 
Give our hopes satisfaction. 
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VER. Jaspro, fill some wine. -' 
"JAS. 'Tis here, sir. 
VErt. Count Lodovieo ! 
Lop. Sir. 
Vv.R. 1'11 instantly give you a fair occasion to 
produce 
The performance of her penance. 
Lop. I'll catch occasion by the lock, x sir. 
Vv.rt. Here, a health to all; it shall go round. 
LoP. 'Tis a general health, and leads the rest 
into the field. 
CLOWN. Your honour breaks jests as serving- 
men do glasses--by chance. 
V:n. As I was drinking, I was thinking, trust 
me, 
How fortunate our kind host was to meet with 
So chaste a wife. Troth, tell me, good Count 
Lodowick, 
Admit Heaven had her 
Lop. O good your grace, do not wound me-- 
Admit Heaven had her ! 'las, what should Heaven 
do with her  
VErt. Your love makes you thus passionate; 
but admit so : 
Faith, what wife would you choose  
LOD. Were 1 to choose then, as I would I were, 
so this were at Japan, 
I would wish, nay lord, a wife so like nay ]ady, 
That once a week she should go to confession ; 
And to perform the penance she should run, 
Nay, should do nought but dream on't, till 'twere 
done. 
Jas. A delicate memento to put her in mind of 
her penance. [Aside.] 
DOR. :Now you talk of dreams, sweetheart, I'll 

] [As we should y,-by the forelock. ] 
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tell yea very unhappy one : I ws a-dreamed last 
night of Francis there. 
Lop. Of Frank ? 
Doi. Nay, I have done with him. 
Loo. :Now your ace shall see the devil out- 
done. 
VER. Pray, let us hear your dream. 
Dora Bless me! I am e'en asham'd to tell it: 
but 'tis no matter, chick, 
A dream is a dream, and this it was. 
Methought, sweet husband, Francis lay with m, . 
LoP. The best friend still at home, Francisco. 
Could the dev/1, sir, perform a penance nester, 
And save his credit better ? On, chick ; a dream 
is but a dream. 
DoR. Methought I prov'd with child, sweet- 
heart. 
Lo]). Ay, bird ? 
FRAN. Pox of these dreams ! 
DOR. Methought I was brought to bed ; and 
one day sitting 
I' th' gallery, where yourmasquing-suits and vizards 
hang, 
Having the child, methought, upon my knee, 
Who should come thither, as to play at foils, 
But thou, sweetheart, and Francis ? 
LoI). Frank and I! Does your grace mark 
that? 
VEI. I do, and wonder at her neat conveyance 
on't. 
Do]. Ye had not play'd three veneys, but me- 
thought 

 i.e., Says Mr Steevens (note to " Merry Wives of Wind- 
sot," act i. so. 1), ' three venues, Fr. three different set-to's, 
bo-, a technical term." Several instances are there pru- 
duced, to which may be azlded the following :-- 
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He hit thee such a blow upon the forehead, 
Ic swel'd so, that thou couldst not ,see. 
Do. At which the chi]d czied, .so that I could 
not m;i.- it ; 
Vhereat, me,bought: I pray'd thee to pu on 
The hat thou wor'st but now befo the aue 
To  the child : bu, being fh 
He cried the more. 
Do Where I crxed, methou=ht, loin 
thee--- 
Away, thou naughty  you ave not thi 
father ! 
Lo). Ikle e chd Yrancico g. 
)or. The me: and then I wl'd 
thee. 
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ANT. Shall I tell thee ? 
Thou art my slave ; I took thee (then a Turk) 
In the fight thou know'st we made before Palermo : 
Thou art not in stricter bondage unto me 
Than I am unto Cupid. 
SLAVE. O, then you are going, sir, 
To your old rendezvous ; there are brave rogues 
there : 
But the duke observes you narrowly, and sets spies 
To watch if you step that way. 
ANT. Why therefore, man, 
Thus many times I have chang'd habits with thee, 
To cheat suspicion : and prejudieate Nature 
(Mistress of inclinations), sure, intended 
To knit thee up so like me for this purpose ; 
For th' hast been taken in my habit for me. 
SL.*.v.. Yes, and have had many a French 
cringe, 
As I have walk'd i' th' park ; and, for fear of dis- 
covery, 
I have crown'd it only with a nod. 

Enter a LORD. 

Ah'T. Th' art a mad villain. 
]3ut, sirrah, I am wondrously taken 
With a sweet face I saw yonder ; thou know'st 
where. 
SLAVE. At Venus College, the court bawdy- 
house. 
ANT. But this maid, howsoever she came there, 
Is acquainted so with Heaven, that when I thought 
To have quench'd my frantic blood, and to have 
pluck'd 
The fruit a king would leap at : even then 
She beat me with such brave thunder off, as if 
Heaven had lent hhr the artillery of angels. 
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0 my Antonio ! how did thy youth stray, 
To meet wild winter in the midst of May 
LoR. 0 my Abstemia ! who cast thy fate so bad, 
To clip 1 affliction, like a husband clad ? 

Enter NTONIO aud ABSTEMIA. 

As. Good sir, the prince makes known his 
wisdom, 
To make you speaker in his cause. 
ANT. e ? know, mistress, 
I have felt love's passions equal with himlf, 
And can discourse of love's cattse: had you seen 
him 
When he sent me to ye, how truly he did look ; 
And when your name slipp'd through his trembling 
lips, 
k lover's lovely paleness straight possess'd him. 
ABs. Fie, fie ! 
AN]'. Go, says he, to that something more than 
woman-- 
And he look'd as if by something he meant saint ; 
Tell her I saw heaven's army in her eyes, 
And that from her chaste heart such excellent 
goodness 
Came, like full rivers flowing, that there want$ 
nothing 
But her soft yielding will to make her wife 
Unto the Prince Antonio. 0, will you fly 
A fortune, which great ladieswould pursue 
Upon their knees with prayers ? 
ABS. No, Lorenzo, 
Had law to this new love made no denial: 
A chaste wife's truth shines through the eatest 
trial. 

Embrace. 



A.x-r. That's in suspense. But, misfress, you 
did say, 
]'ou durst eat coals with Portia, to redeem 
The infinitely lov'd life of your husband. 
As. And still [do] strongly protest it. 
Loft. O my Abstemia ! 
ANT. You shall redeem him at n easier rate. 
I have the murderer, you see, in hold. 
Lo And we are ble'd in your discovery of him. 
A.T. If you will We consent that I shall taste 
That sense-bereaving pleasure so familiar 
Unto your happy husband 
A_s. How . 
A.T. Pray, hear me : 
Then I will give this fllow up to the law. 
If you deny, horses stand ready for us, 
A Jark for transportation ; where we will li-e. 
Till law bydeath hath sever'd ye. 
Lot' ]3ut we will call for present witness. 
AST. Look ye [Shows the pistol. 
Experienc'd navigators still are fitted 
For ever)" weather. 'Tis almost past call 
To reach the nimblest ear : yet but offer it,. 
I part ye presently for ever. Consider it : 
The enjoying him thou so entirely lov'st 
All thy life after ; that when mirth-spent time 
Hath crown'd your heads with honour, you may sit 
And tell delightful stories of your loves ; 
And when ye come to that poor minute's 'scape 
Crowns my desire, ye may let that slip by, 
Like water that ne'er meets the miller's eye. 
Compare but this to th' soon-forgotten pleasure 
Of a pair of wealthy minutes. The thriftiest  
lapidary 
Knows the most curious jewel kes no harm 

a Ol. Copy reads tMrstlet. 
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Aro. Hear us. 
ANT. :No, no, no, hear me : 'twas I cried mur- 
der ; 
Because I have found them both stain'd with the 
deed 
They wouhl have throttled me. 
LOR. Hear us : by all-- 
[IL. Upon your lives, be silent. Speak 
sir : 
Had they both hands in our son's blood  
ANT. Two hands apiece, sir. 
I have sifted it : they both have kill'd the prince ; 
But this is the chief murderer. Please you, give 
me audience ; 
Ye shall wonder at the man,,er how tley kill'd 
him. 
3IIL. Silence ! 
ANT. He came first to this woman, and (truth's 
truth) 
He wouhl have lain with her. 
3[IL. Her own confession. 
ANT. :Nay, good your oTace. 
3hL. We are silent. 
AnT. Coming to seize upon her, with the first 
blowy 
She struck his base intent so brave a buffet, 
That there it bled to death. She said, his horse 
Would teach him better manners : there he died 
once. 
VER. What does this fellow talk ? 
Ass. I understand him. 
ANT. He met her next i' the wood, where he 
was found dead : 
Then he came noblier up to her, and told her 
Marriage was his intent ; but she as nobly 
(Belike, to let him know she was married) 
Told him, in an intelligible denial, 
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THE PROLOGUE AT BLACKFRIARS. 

ERE it his trade, the Author bid me say, 
Perchance he'd beg you would be good t th' play ; 
..nd I, to set him up in reputation, 
Should hold a basin forth for approbation. 
But praise so gain'd, he thinks, were a relief 
Able to make his comedy a brief; 
For where your pity, must your judgment be, 
"Tis not a play, but you fir'd houses see. 
Look not his quill, then, should petitions run ; 
No gatherings here into a Prologue spun. 
Whether their sohl scenes he dislik'd, or hit, 
Are cares for them who eat by th' stage and wit. 
He's one whose unbought ./use did never fear 
An empty second day or a thin share ; 
But can make th' actors, though you come not 
twice, 
No 1,sers, since we act now at the kiug's price, 
Who hath made this play public ; and the same 
Power th,t makes laws redeem'd this from the 
For th' Author builds no fame, nor doth aspire 
To praise from that which he condemn'd to th' fire. 
He's thus secure then, that he cannot win 
A censure sharper than his own hath been. 
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BRIGHT. They have the Gresham dye. 
Dost thou not dress thyself by 'em ? I can see 
.My face in them hither. 
PLOT. Very pleasant, gentlemen. 
Br, IGHT. And faith, for how many years art 
thou bound ? 
PLOT. Do you take me for a 'prentice  
.NEW. Why, then, what office 
Dost thou bear in the parish this year? Let's 
feel : 
No batteries  in thy head, to signify 
Th' art a constable  
BnlGnT. NO furious jug broke on it 
In the "kings name  
PLOT. Did you contrive this scene 
Bv the way, gentlemen  
"NEW..No ; but the news 
Thou shouldst turn tradesman, and this pagan 
dress, 
In which if thou shouldst die, thou wottldt be 
damn'd 
For an usurer, is comical at the Temple. 
We were about to bring in such a fellow 
For an apostate in our antimasque. 
Set one to keep the door, provide half-crown 
rooms, 
For I'll set bills up of thee. What shall I 
Give thee for the first day ? 
]RIGHT. Ay, or second ? 
For thou'It endure twice or thrice coming in. 
PLOT. Well, my conceited Orient friends, bright 
offspring 
O' th' female silkworm and tailor male, I deny not 
]ut you look well in your unpaid-for glory ; 
That in these colours you set out the Strand, 

I [Bruises or contusions occasioned by asaults.] 
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Swell more tempestuously upon you than 
Lawyers preferr'd or trumpeters. And whither 
SVere you bouml now ? 
TIM. I only came to have 
Your judgment of my suit. 
PLOT. ure]y the tailor 
Has done his part. 
TLt. And my mother has done hers ; 
For she has paid for't. I never durst 1je seen 
Before my fitther out of dnretta  and serge: 
But if he catch me in such paltry stuffs, 
To make me look like one that lets out money, 
Let l,im say, "Timothy was born a fool." 
Before he went, he made me do what he list ; 
h'ow hc's abroad, I31 do what I hst. What 
Are these two ? Gentlemen  
PLOT. You see they wear 
Their herahh-v. 
TIlL But I" mean can they roar, 
Beat drawers, play at dice, and court their mis- 
tress ? 
I mean forthwith to get a mistress  
PLOT. But 
How comes this, Master Timothy ? you did not 
Rise such a gallant this morning. 
TLL Ali's one for that. 
My mother lost her maidenhead that I 
Might come first into the world ; and, by God's lid, 
I'll bear myself like the ehler brother, I. 
D'you think, rll all days of my life frequent 
Saint Antlins, like my sister . Gentlemen, 
l covet your acquaintance. 
BRIGHT. Your servant, sir. 
:NEW. I shall be proud to know you. 

 [Probably some strong, coarse sort of substance hke 
corduroy.] 
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Shall we dine at an ordinary  You 
Shall enter me among the wits. 
])LOT. Sir, I 
Will but shift clothes, then we'll associate you, 
But first you shall with us, and see a lady 
Rich as your father's chests and odd holes, 1 and 
Fresh as Pygmalion's mistress, newly waken'd 
Out of her alabaster. 
T. Lead on : 
I long to see a lady, and to salute her. [Exeunt. 

ACT II., SCENE 1. 

.AURELIA, DOP, CAS. 
AUl. Why, we shall have you get in time the 
turn- 
Up of your eyes, speak in the nose, draw sighs 
Of an ell long, and rail at discipline. 
Would I could hear from ]3annswright! Ere I'll 
be tortur'd 
With your preciseness thus, I'll get dry palms 
With starching, and put on nay smocks myself. 
I_)ort. Surely you nmy, and air 'em too : there 
have been 
Very devout and holy women that wore 
.No slfift at all. 
Au,. Such saints, you mean, as wore 
Their congregations, and swarm'd with Christian 
vermin. 
You'll hold clean linen heresy  
Dor. Surely, yes, 
Clean linen in a surplice : that and powders 

[Apparently this word means the eecret pigeon-holes in 
dek or eecretary.] 



THE CITY-MATCH. 

BRIGHT. And why should you 
Be now go dainty of your lips  Verily, 
They are not virgins : they have tasted man. 
Ata. And may again ; but then I'll be secur'd 
For,the sweet air o' th' parties. If you 
Will bring it me confirm'd under the hands 
Of four sufficient ladies, that you are 
Clean men, you may chance "kiss my woman. 
NEW. Lady, 
Our lips. are made of the same clay that your [are,] 
And lve not been refused. 
Aua. 'Tis right, you are 
Two inns-of-court men. 
BRIGHT. Yes, what then ? 
Aua. Known Cladders  
Through all the town. 
BRIGHT. Cladders ? 
AUR. Yes, catholic lovers, 
From country madamd to your glover's wife, 
Or laundress ; will not let poor gentlewomen 
Take physic quietly, but disturb their pills 
From operation with your untaught visits ; 
Or, if they be employ'd, contrive small plots 
Below stairs with the chambermaid ; commen,l 
Her fragrant breath, which five yards off salutes, 
At four deflow'rs a rose, at three kills spiders. 
NEW. What dangerou.s truths these are ! 
AUR. Ravish a lock 
From the yellow waiting-woman ; use stratagem 
To get her silver whistle, and waylay 
Her pewter-knots or bodkin. 

 [Nares, in his "Glossary," 1859, in v., seems to say 
that this is the only passage where this phrase occurs. For- 
tunately it is explained for us. But its origin is obschre.] 
 [The name given to the .women who attended on the 
chambers in the inns-of-court. It is not obsolete.].. 
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QART. Rascal, 
I'll make you trust, and offer me petitions 
To go o' th' score. 
ROSE. Good : 'tis very good. 
hhL. How does thy head, sweetheart  
ROSE, Away, be quiet, Millicent. 
SALE. Roseclap, you'll never leave this: I did 
tell you, 
Last time the captain beat you, what a lion 
He is, being ask'd for reckonings. 
hIIL. So you did, 
Indeed, good Master Salewit ; yet you must 
Ever be foolish, husband. 
SALE. What if we 
Do owe you money, sir ; is't fit for you 
To ask it ? 
ROSE. Well, sir, there is law. I say 
_No more, but there is law. 
Qb'AP, T. What law, you cur ? 
The law of nature, custom, arms, and nations, 
Frees men of war from payments. 
ROSE. Yes, your arms, captain ; none else. 
QI:.I',T. _No sohllers ought to pay. 
SALE. Nor poets : 
All void of money are privileged. 
hIIL. Vhat would you have ? 
Captains and poets, 'Iaster Salewit says, 
hlust never pay. 
S.E. So, nor be ask'd for money. 
ROSE. Still, I say, there is law. 
Qt'ART. Say that again, 
And. by Bellona, I will cut thy throat. 
hhL. You long to see your brains out. 
QUAIT. Why, you monoTel, 
]'ou John-of-all-trades, have we been your guests 
Since you first kept a tavern ; when you had 
The face and impudence to hang a bush 



Out to thrde pints Of laret, two of sac:k, 
In all the world ? 
SALE. After that, when you broke, 
Did we here iliad you out, custom'd your house, 
And help'd away your victuals, which had else 
Lain mouldy oa your hands  
RosE. You did indeed, 
And never pai.d for't. I do not deny, 
But you have been my customers these two years ; 
.[y jack went not, nor chimney smok'd without 
you. 
I will go farther ; your two mouths have been 
Two as good eating mouths as need to come 
Within my doors ; as curious to be pleased, 
As if you still had eaten with ready money ; 
Had still the meats in season ; still drank more 
Than your ordinary came to. 
S.kLE. alld your conscience now 
Would have this paid for ? 
RosE.. Sttrely, so I take it. 
SALE. Was ever the like heaM . 
QtrAe.T. 'Tis most unreasonable; 
He has a harden'd conscience. Sirrah cheater, 
You would be questioa'd for our reckonings, 
rogue. 
ROSE. Do you inform ? 
QtrAaT. I hear one o' th' sheriffs 
Paid for the boiling of a carp a mark. 
SALE. Most unheard-of exactions ! 
ROSE. Yet surely, captMn, 
No man had cheaper reckonings than yourself 
And hIaster Salewit here. 
QUART. How cheap 1 
ROSE. I say 
No more, good captain ; not to pay is cheap, 
A man would think. 
QtrAw. Sir, don't you reckon air, 
VL. X:I. Q 
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And make it dear to breathe in your house, and 
put 
The nose to charges ? 
ROSE. Right ; perfum'd air, captain. 
Qt,,mw. Is not the standing of the salt an item, 
And placing of the bread  
ROSE. A new way, captain. 
QUART. IS not the folding of your napkins 
brought 
Into the bill ? 
ROSE. Pinch'd napkins, captain, and laid 
Like fishes, fowls, or faces. 
SALE. Then remember 
How you rate salads, Roseclap ; one may buy 
Gardens as cheap. 
ROSE. Yes, Master Salewit, salads 
Taken from Euclid, made in diagrams, 
And to be eaten in figures. 
QUART. And we must pay for your inventions, 
sir ? 
ROSE. Or you are damn'd : 
Good captain, you have sworn to pay this twelve- 
month. 
QURT. Peace ! you loud, bawling cur ; do you 
disgrace me 
Before these gallants ? See if I don't kill you. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter :BRIGHT, EWCUT, TIMOTHY, PLOTWELL. 

]RIGHT. Save you, Captain Quartfield, and my 
brave wit, 
hIy man of Helicon. Salute this gentleman, 
He is a city wit. 
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Qb-;lt. Afore me, Master Plotwell ; 
] never hop'd to see you in silk again. 
SALE. I look'dthe next Lord Iayor's day to see 
you o' th' livery, 
Or one o' th' bachelor whiffiers.  
Qu,T. What, is your uncle dead  
PLOT. He may in time : he's gone 
To sea this morning, captain ; and I am come 
into your order again. ]3ut hark you, captain, 
What think you of a fish now  
QUART. Iad wags, mad wags. 
]3r, IGnT. By Heaven, it's true. Here we have 
brough one with us. 
New. Rich Seathrift's son: he'll make a rare 
sea-monster. 
QUAV, T. And shall's be merry, i' faith ? 
]3V, mHT. Salewit shall make a song upon him. 
New. And t,'oseclap's boy shall sing it. 
SALE. We have the properties of the last fish.  
Qt-]T. And if I 

bourhood remarkable for selling ale. This is a doubtful 
matter. The ales of Pimlico, near London, are still famous.] 
See "Pimlyco, or Runne Red cap, 'tin a mad world 
Hogsden," 1609. [As only one copy of it is known, it might 
be rather difficult to see it.] 
I [See Dyce's "Shakespeare Glossary.," in v. A 
aviflter was originally a player on a iflle or fife in a pro- 
cession, and hence was a name applied to the bys who 
walked (generally xx-ith flags} in the processivn on Lrd 
Iayor's Day.] 
13acelor$ aciflter should properly be yoarg men free of 
the company. 'lhey attend on the Lord Mayor's Day, and 
are supposed to be out of their apprenticeships the preceding 
year. They are considered by the company they belong to 
pretty nearly in the same point of view as a gentleman con- 
siders the upper servants he keeps ant of 
In some companies, I am well informed, the children are 
named The ||Triflers. Reed (note altered). 
" ee note p. 24S to thi p:ay. 



THE CITY-3IATCH. .o J5 

At dinner do not give him sea enough: 
And afterwards, if I and Salewit do not 
Show him much better than he that shows the 
Tombs, 
Let me be turned into a sword-fish myself. 
FLOW. A natural change for a captain ! How now, 
Roseclap, 
Pensive, and cursing the long vacation ? 
Thou look'st as if thou mean'st to break shortly: 
RosE. Ask the captain why I am sad | 
QUART. Faith, gentlemen, 
I disciplin'd him for his rudeness. 
PLOT. Why, these 
Are judgments, Ri)seclap, for dear reckonings. 
TI.L Art thou the half-crown fellow of the 
house ? 
RosE. Sir, I do keep the ordinary. 
T.. Let's have wine enough ; 
I mean to drink a health to a lady. 
PLOT. Still 
Will you betray your forhme ? One ot" them 
Will go and tell her who you are, and spoil 
The marriage. 
TIlL No ; peace ! Gentlemen, if you'll 
Go in, we'll follow. 
ROSE. Please you enter, dinner 
Shall straight be set upon the board. 
BgmI4T. We'll expect you. Come, gentlemen. 
[Exeunt ]RIGHT, NEWCUT, SALEWIT, QUAI:T- 
FIELD, and OSECLAP. 
TIll. But, Master Francis was that 
The business, why she call'd you back ? 
PLOT: Believe it ; 
Your mother's smock shin'd at your birth, or else 
You wear some charm about you. 
TI.. Not I, truly. 
PLOT. It cannot be she should so strangely doat 
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Upon you else. 'Slight ! had you stay'd, I think 
She would have woo'd you herself. 
TII. Now I remember, 
One read my fortune once, and told my father, 
That I should match a lady. 
PLOT. How things fall out ! 
TI.I. And did she ask you who I was  
PLOT. I told her you were a young knight. 
TIlL Good. 
PLOT. Scarce come to th' years of your dis- 
cretion yet. 
TI.I. Good still. 
PLOT. And that a oTeat man 
Did mean to beg you for his daughter. 
TIlL :Most rare : this afternoon's the time. 
PLOT. Faith, she 
Looks you should use a little courtship first ; 
That done, let me alone to have the priest 
In readiness. 
TIll. But were I not best ask my friends' consent 
PLOT. How ! Friends' consent ? that's fit 
For none but farmers' sons and milkmaids. You 
shall not 
Debase your judoznent. She takes you for a wit, 
And you shall match her like one. 
TIM. Then I will. 
:PLOT. ]Ut no more words to th' gallants. 
TIM. Do you think I am a sieve, and cannot 
hold ? 

'nteT" POSECLAP. 

ROSE. Gentlemen, the company are sat. 

1 [A piece of wit on the part of Plotwel], who meant slyly 
to insinuate that Timothy was fit to be begged for a fool, a 
custom which was once common, and does not require ex- 
planation.] 
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SALE. This came from 
The Indies, and eats five crowns a day in fry, 
Ox-livers, and brown paste. 
him. SEA. Well, there's three shillings. 
Pray, let us have good places now. 
QUART. Bear back there ! 
hIIs. HOL. Look, lIistress Seathrift, here be 
gentlemen. 
Sure, 'tis a rare fish. 
him. SEA. I know one of 'era. 
hIIs. HOL. And so do I ; his sister was my 
'prentice. 
hhs. SF_ Let's take acquaintance with him. 
PLOT. Mistress Seathrift, 
Hath the sight drawn you hither  
MIS. SEA. Yes, sir, I 
And hlistress Holland here, my gossip, pass'd 
This way, and so call'd in. Pray, blaster Plotwell, 
Is not my son here ? I was told he went 
With you this morning. 
PLOT. You shall see him straight. 
]IIS. HOL. When will the fish begin, sir  
BIIGHT. Heart ! she makes him a puppet-play. 
PLOT. Why, now, they only stay 
For company, 't has sounded twice. 1 
hIIS. SEX. Indeed 
I long to see this fish. I wonder whether 
They will cut up his belly ; they say atench 
Will make him whole again. 
hhs. HOL. Look, Mistress Seathrift, what claws 
he has ! 

1 Meaning that the trumpet has been sounded twice, in 
imitation of the theatres, where, before the play begins by 
the entrance of the prologue, there were what were called 
three soundings. See Malone's "Shakespeare," by Boswellj 
iii. l l4.bbllier. 
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CYPtI. Then I must tell the news to you : 'tis sad. 
PLOT. I'll hear't as sadly. 
Ck-PH. Your uncle, sir, and Master Seathrift are 
Both drown'd, some eight miles below Greenwich. 
PLOT. Drown'd ! 
CYPH. They went i' th' tilt-boat, sir, and I was one 
0' th' oars that rowed him: a coal-ship did o'er- 
run us. 
I 'scaped by swimming ; the two old gentlemen 
Took hold of one another, and sunk together. 
BRmHT. How some men's prayers are heard'. 
We did invoke 
The sea this morning, and see, the Thames has 
took 'era. 
PLOT. It cmmot be : such good news, gentlemen, 
Cannot be true. 
WmE. 'Tis very certain, sir. 
'Twas tlk'd upou th' Exchange. 
SEa. We heard it too 
In Paul's now, as we came. 
PLOT. There, friend, there is 
A fre for you. I'm gll yon 'scap'd ; I had 
Sot known the news so soon else. [Gies him money. 
CYPH. Sir, excuse me. 
PLOT. Sir, it is conscience; I do believe you might 
Sue me in Chancery. 
CvPrt. Sir, you show the 'irtues of an heir. 
WmE. Are you rich Warehouse's heir, sir ! 
PLOT. Yes, sir, his transitory pelf, 
And some twelve hundred pound a year in earth, 
Is cast on me. Captain, the hour is come, 
You shall no more drink ale, of which one draught 
Makes cowards, and spoils valour; nor take off 
Your moderate quart-glass. I intend to have 
A musket for you, or glass-cannon, with 
A most capacious barrel, which we'll charge 
And discharge with the rich valiant grape 
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'Slight, who would think your father should lay 
wheels  
To catch you thus l 
Tire. If ever I be drunk with captains more 
PLOT. Where's Bright and Newcut  
SALE. They were sent for to the Temple, but 
left word 
They would be here at supper. 
P[-OT. They are sure friends to leave us in dis- 
tress. 
ttART. What a mad plot 
These two old merchants had contriv'd, to feign 
A voy,ge, then to hunt you out disguised, 
And hear themselves abused ] 
SALE. Wt heard all. 
QuAP,'r. If I had st,y'd, they had paid me for a 
captain. 
SALE. They had a fling at me. Bug do you 
think 
Your uncle in this furious mood will marry ? 
PLOT. He deeply swore it: if he do, the 
sleight 
Upon the cards, the hollow die, Park Corner 
And Shooter's Hill, are my revenue. 
TI[. Yes : and as for me, my destiny will be 
To fight by th' day, carry my kitchen and 
Collation at my back, wear orderly 
My shirt in course, after't has been the shift 
Of a whole regiment in the low countries ; 
And, after all, return with half a leg, 
One arm, perchance my nose shot off, to move 
Compassion in my father who, in pity 
To so much ruin, may be brought to buy 
Some place for me in an hospital, to keep me 
From bridges, hill-tops, and from selling switches. 

1 Alluding to a method of catching pikes.--Peggc. 
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Or twice this morning in my mouth, and then 
Slii,p'd back again for fear. 
At'R. C,,wards ne'er won 
Ladies or forts, sir. 
TI.L Say then I should feel 
Some motions, lady, of affection, might 
A man repair Paul's with his heart, or put it 
Into a tinder-box-? 
AUR. How mean you, sir ? 
TIt. Why, is your heart a stone or flint ? 
AuR. Be plain, sir, I understand you not. 
TIlL Not un,lerstand me ? 
]"are the [first] la,lv that e'er put a man 
To speak plain English : some wouhl understand 
Riddles and signs. Say, I should love you, lady 
Aura There should be no love lost, sir. 
Tt. Say you so ? 
Then, by this air, my teeth e'en water at you : 
I long to have some offspring by you. We 
Shall have an excellent breed of wits: 
I mean my youngest sou shall be a poet ; and 
My daughters, like their mother, every one 
A wench o' th' game. And tbr my eldest son, 
He shall be like me, and iuherit. Therefore 
Let's not defer our joys, but go to bed 
And multiply. 
AUR. Soft, sir, the priest must first 
Discharge his office. I do not t mean to marry, 

Fnter DORCAS out of her 19uritan arress. 

Like ladies in New England, where they couple 
With no more ceremony than hirds choose their mate 
Upon St Valentine's day. 
DoI. Madam, the preacher 

[Omitted in former e&t.] 



Like a true Lucrece, answer'd it was fit 
For them to marry by the church-book, who 
Came there to cool themselves ; but to a mind 
Chaste, and endued with virtue, age did turn 
Love into reverence. 
BRIGHT. Or sir-reverence. [Aside.] 
'EWo Prythee, observe. 
WR Is she so virtuous, then ? 
BA_'. 'Tis all the Iault she has: she will out- 
pray 
A preacher at St Antlin's, and divides 
The day in exercise. I did commend 
A great precisian to her for her woman, 
Who tells me that her lady makes her quilt 
Her smocks before for kneeling. 
WARE. Excellent creature ! 
BAN. Then, sir, she is so modest. 
WArE. Too ? 
BAN. The least 
Obscene word shames her ; 3 ],civious fiure 
Makes her do penance, and she maiutains the law, 
Which forbids foruication, doth extend 
To kissing too. 
WAE. I think the time an age, 
Till the solemnity be pass'd. 
BAN. I have 
Prepar'd her, sir, and have so set you out ! 
Be-ides, I told her how you had cast off 
Your nephew ; and, to leave no doubt that you 
Wouhl e'er be reconcil'd, hefore she went 
To church, would settle your estate on her 
And on the heirs of her begotten. 
WARE. To make all sure, 
We'll call upon my lawyer by the way, 
And take him with us. 
BAN. YOU must be narried, sir 
At the French church : I have bespoke the priest ; 
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One that will join you i' th' right Geneva form, 
Without a licence. 
VARE. But may a man 
Wed in a strange tongue ? 
BAN. I have brought together 
Some in Italian, sir; the language doth 
Not change the substance of the match : you know 
No licence will be anted ; all the offices 
Are beforehand brib'd by your nephew. 
WARE. Well, 
Let's to the lady straight. To cross him, I 
XYouhl marry an Arabian, and be at charge 
To keep one to interpret, or be married 
In China language, or the tongue that's spoke 
By the Great Cham. 
[Exeunt WAREHOUSE and BANNSWRIGHT. 
BRIGHT. NOW, Newcut, you perceive 
My divination's true ; this fellow did 
Portend a wedding. 
:NEW. Plague o' th' prognostication ! 
Who'd think that madam were the party ? 
BRIGHT. 0 sir, 
She'll call this wit, to wed his bags and lie 
With some Platonic servant. 
NEW. What if we, 
Before we go to Plotwell, went to her, 
And strived to dissuade her ? 
BRI6HT. Let's make haste, 
They'll be before us, else. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 
Enter TIOTItY unbuttoning himself, AtrELI&, 
PLOTWELL DORCAS OOTMAN, 
TtI. By this hand, lady, you shall not deny 
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,nter -OOTMAN. 

FOOT. :5Iadam, your knight doth call most 
fiercely for you. [Exit. 
AuH. [TO DOHC.] Prythee.. go tell him some 
business keeps me yet, 
And bid him stay himself with this kis 

SCEXE VII. 

As thy kiss, enter BRIGHT, SEWCUT. 
BmrT. By your leave, madam] What, for 
practice' sake, 
Kissing your woman ? Lord, how a lady's lips 
Hate idleness, and will be busied when 
The rest lies fallow! and rather than want action, 
Be kind within themselves, an't be t' enjoy 
But the poor pleasure of contemplation. 
NEW. And how do you find her, madam  
Autt. Stay, wench. 
NEW. Lord ! 
Does it not grieve'you now, and make you sigh, 
And very passionately accuse nature, 
And say she was too hard to make your woman 
Able to kiss you only, and do no more ? 
BRIGHT. IS it not pity, but, besides the gift 
Of making caudles, and using of her pencil, 
She had the trick o' th' other sex ? 
Avl. Methinks 
Your own good breeding might instnet you that 
hly house is not a new foundation, where 
You might, paying the rate, approach, be rude, 
Give freedom to your unwash'd mouths. 
DOH. 1I lady 
Keeps no. poor nuns, that sin for victuals, for you 
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BAN. Madam, this is he 
That, if you'll wear the price of baronies, 
Or live at Cleopatra's rate, can keep you. 
AfaR. Come you 
WAP, E. Yes, lady, 
I did employ my speaker there, who hath, 
I hope, inform'd you with my purpose. 
A. Surely 
Your speaker then hath err'd ; I understood 
im for my woman : if you can like her, s, 
It being, for aught I hear, all one to you, 
I've woo'd her for you. But, for myself, could 
you 
Endow me xfith the stream that ebbs and flows 
In waves of gold, I hope you do not think 
I'd so much stain my birth, as to be bought 
To match into a company. Sir, plainly, 
I'm match'd already. 
WAE. annswlfight, did not you 
Tell me she'd have me 
BAN. Faith, sir, I have ears 
That might deceive me  but I did dream wa}ing, 
If she were not the party, hladam, pray you, 
One word in private. 
AVR. l'll prevent you. 'Tis true, 
My brother laid the scene for me ; but since 
We've chang'd the plot, and 'tis contriv'd my 
WO 
Shall nndertake my art. 
BAN. I am instructed 
I was mistaken, sir ; indeed the lady 
Spoke to me for her gentlewoman. How 
Do you affect her, s ? you see she is 
As handsome  her lady ; and, her birflx 
ot being so high, she wifi more size with yo 
WgE. I say, I le her best. Her lady has 
Too much great house in her. 
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Of nought but storms and pirates ; every vind 
Will break my sleep. 
WAE. I'll stay at home. 
I)OR. Sir, there 
Is one thing more : I hear you have a nephew 
You mean to make your heir; I hope you will 
.Settle some jointure on me. 
WARE. He's so lost 
In my intents that, to revenge myself, 
I take this course. But, to remove your doubts, 
I've brought my lawyer with blank deeds : 
He shall put in your name ; and I, before 
We go to church, will seal 'era. 
DoR. On these terms, 
Where is your priest, sir ? 
WARE. He expects me at 
The French Church, mistress. 
AtR. Come, when you have seal'd, sir: 
I'll bear a part in the solemnity. [E.reua. 

ACT V., SCENE l. 

PLOTWELL, AURELIA, :BRIGHT, 'EWCUT, QCXRT- 
FIELD, FtOSECLAP, two FOOTMEN, CYPHEIt. 
PLOT. -el], sister, by this hand, I was afraid 
You had marr'd all; but I am well content 
You have outreach'd me. If she do act it ell 
now, 
By Jove, I'll have her. 
Au. She hath studied all 
Her cues already. 
PLOT. Gentlemen, how do 
You like the project ? 
]3RmHW. Theirs was dull and cold, 
Compar'd to ours. 



THE CITY-5-ATCHo 29 

.NEW. Some poet will steal from us, 
And bring't into a comedy. 
QUART. The jest 
Will more inspire than sack. 
PLOW. I have got Cypher 
Over to our side too : he has been up and down 
To iavite guests to th' weddag. 

E:ter SALEWIT lig a Curate. 

How now, Salewit, are they gone home ? 
SALE. Yes, faith, for better for worse. 
I've read a fiction out of Rab'lais to 'era 
In a religious tone, which he believes 
For good French liturgy. When I had done, 
There came a christening. 
PLOT. And didst thou baptize 
Out of thy Rab'lais too ? 
SALE. NO, faith ; I left 'era 
In expectation of their pastor. 
]RIGHT. Newcut, 
Who does he look like in that dress ? 
NEW. Hun ! why 
Like a Geneva weaver in black, who left  
The loom, and enter'd into th' ministry 
For conscience' sake. 
PLOT. Well, gentlemen, you all 
Do know your parts: you, Captain and Banns- 
wright, 
Go, get your propertie.s. For you two, these 

 Dr Warburton observes (note to" Henry IV.," Part I., 
act ii. sc. 4) that in the persecutions of the Protestants 
in Flanders under Philip II. those who came over into 
England on that occasion brought with them the woollen 
manufactory. These being Calvinists were joined by those 
of the same pervuasion from other countries, and amovgst 
the rest from Geneva. 
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Two mules shall carry you in greater state 
And more ease than the fistula. You, sister, 
We'll leave unto your knight, to come anon. 
Ioseclap and I will thither straight. You, Cypher, 
Know what you have to do. 
SALE. And as for me, 
I'm an invited guest, and am to bless 
The venison in French, or in a grace 
Of broken English. 
QUART. Before we do divide 
Our arm3", let us dip our rosemaries 1 
In one rich bowl of sack to this brave glrl, 
And to the gentleman that was my fish. 
ALL. AgTeed, agreed. 
PLOT. Captain, you shall dip first. [Exeunt. 

SCE.XE II. 

WAREHOUSE, DORCAS. 

WARE. ]Iy dearest Dorcas, welcome. Here you 
see 
The house you must be mistress of, which with 
This kiss I do confirm unto you. 
DoR. Forbear, sir. 
W.RE. How ! wife, refuse to kiss me? 
Do. Yes, unless 
A sweeter air came from you ; y' have turned my 
stomach. 
I wonder you can be so rude to ask me, 
Knowing your lungs are perish'd. 

 Rosemat T was anciently supposed to strengthen the 
memory, and was therefore distributed at marriages and 
funerals. See a note on "Hamlet," x. 355, edit. 1778. 
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Sit on these reverend locks, and on your heat 
And natural appetite, they would just find you 
As youthful as a coffin, and as hot 
As the sultry winter that froze o'er the Thames-- 
They say the hard time did ben from you. 
W.E. Good, I am made the curse of water- 
men. 
DoR. Your humours come frost from you, and 
your nose 
Hath icicles in June. 
WanE. Assist me, patience ! 
Why, hear you, mistress--you that have a fever 
And dog-days in your blood--if you knev this, 
Why did you marry me  
DoR. Ha, ha, ha ! 
Wan.. She laughs. 
Don. That your ext)erienc'd age, x that hath 
felt springs 
And falls this fort)- years, should be so dull 
To think I have not them that shall supply 
Your cold defects! 
WARE. You have your servants, then, 
And I am fork'd ? hum ! 
DoR. Do you think 
A'woman young, high in her blood- 
VAR.. And hot 
As goats or marmosites-- 
DuB. Apt to take flame at 
Every temptation---- 
VRE. And to kindle at 
The picture of a man.- 
Dora Would wed dust, ashes, 
A monument, unless she were 
WanE. Crack'd, tried, and broken up  
DOR. Right, sir, or lack'd a cloak  

[Old copie, aeh.] 
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VARE. Mischief and hell ! and was there none 
to make 
Your cloak but I ? 
DOR. Not so well-lin'd ! 
VARE. O, you 
Stay'd for a vealthy cuckold ; your tame beast 
Must have his ,dlded horns ? 
DoR. Yes, sir; besides, 
Your age being impotent, you would, I knew, 
In conscience wink at my stol'n helps, if I 
Took comfort from abroad. 
WANE. Yes, yes ; yes, yes ! 
You shall be comforted : I will maintain 
A stallion for you. 
Dora I will have friends come to me. 
So you'll conceal 
WARE. Alas ! I'll be your pander ; 
Deliver letters for you, and keep the door. 
DoR. I'll have a woman shall do that. 
WARE. 0 impudence ! 
Unheard-of impudence ! 
DoR. Then, sir, I'll look 
Your coffers shall maintain me at my rate. 
W.tRF_. How's that  
DOR. Why, like a lady ; for I do mean 
To have you knighted. 
VE. I shall rise to honour. 
DoR. D'you think I'll have your factor move 
before me, 
Like a device stirr'd by a wire, or like 
Some oTave clock wound up to a regular pace ? 
W.tE. No, you shall haveyour usher.dame,tostalk 
Before you, like a buskin'd prolong-me,  in 
A tately, high, majestic motion, bare. 

The stately step and pompous manner, used by the pro- 
logue-speakers of the times, are still retained in delivering 
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DoR. I do expect it : yes, sir, nd my coac|, 
Six horses and postillion ; four are fit 
For them that have a charge of children : you 
A,l I shall never have any. 
WARE. If we have, 
All Middlesex is father. 
DOR. Then I'll have 
hIy footman to run by me when I visit, 
Or take the air sometimes in Hyde Park. 
WARE. 'OU, 
Besides being chaste, are good at races too : 
You cau be a jockey for a need ? 
DoI:. Y' are pleasant, sir. 
WARE. Why, hark you, hark you, mistress ; you 
told me 
You Iov'd retirement, loved not visits, and bar- 
gain'd 
I should not carry you abroad. 
DOR. You! no. 
Is't fit I should be seen at court with you ? 
Such an odd sight as you would make the ladies 
Have melancholy thoughts. 
WARE. You bound me, too, 
I should not go to sea: you lov'd me so, 
You could not be without me. 
DP,. Not if you stay'd 
Above a year; for should I, in a long voyage, 
Prove fruitful, I should want a father to 
Tim infant. 
WARE. hlost politicly kind, 
And, like a whore, perfect i' th' mystery ! 
It is beyond my sufferance. 

the few lines used as a prologue in " Hamlet." These par- 
ticularities seem to have been delivered traditionally to the 
present race of actors from their brethren in the seventeenth 
century. 
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DOR. Pray, sir, vex [not] : 
I'll in and see your jewels, and make choice 
Of some for every day, and some to wear 
At masques. 
WARE. 'Tis very good. Two days 
Of this I shall grow mad ; or, to redeem 
Myself, commit some outrage. O--0--0 ! 

[Exit. 

SCE.N'E III. 

Fnter I)LOTWELL and :POSECLAP. 

PLOT. Sir, I am sorry such a light offence 
Should make such deep impressions in you: but 
that 
Which more afflicts me than the loss of my 
Great hopes, is that y' are likely to be abused, 
sir ; 
Strangely abused, sir, by one :Bannswright. I hear 
You are to marry-- 
WARE. Did you hear so ? 
PLOT. Madam Aurelia's woman. 
WARE. What of her, sir  
PLOT. Why, sir, I thought it duty to inform 
yOU, 
That you would better match a ruin'd bawd ; 
One ten times cured by sweating and the tub,  
Or pain'd now with her fiftieth ache, whom not 
The pow'r of usquebaugh, or heat of fevers 
Quickens enough to wish ; one of such looks, 
The judges of assize, thout more proof, 
Suspect, arrai, and burn for witchcraft. 
WARE. Why, pray  

See anote on " Timon of Athens," edit. 1778 viii. 409. 
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PLOT. For she being pass'd all motions, impo- 
tence will be a kind of chastity, and you 
Might have her to yourself: but here is one 
Knows this to be 
VARE. An arrant whore ? 
ROSE. I see 
You have heard of her, sir. Indeed she has 
Done penance thrice. 
%,ARE. How say you, penance ? 
ROSE. Yes, sir, and should have suffer'd--- 
WARE. Carting, should she not ? 
ROSE. The marshal had her, sir. 
WARE. I sweat, I sweat ! 
ROSE. She's of known practice, sir : the clothes 
she wears 
Are but her quartes sins : she has no linen 
But what she first offends for. 
WE. O bless'd Heaven, 
Look down upon me ! 
PLOT. Nty, sir, which is more, 
She has three children living; has had four. 
WA,E. How ! children ! Children, say you ? 
PLOT. Ask him, sir. 
One by a Frenchman. 
ROSE. Another by a Dutch. 
PLOT. A third by a Moor, sir ; born of two 
colours, 
Just like a serjeant's man. 
"RE. Why, she has known, then, 
All tongues and nations ? 
ROSE. She has been lain with farther 
Than ever Coriat travell'd, and lain in 
:By two parts of the map, Afric and Europe, 
As if the state maintain'd her to allay 
The heat of foreigners. 
WAr,. O, O, O, 0 ! 
PLO$. What ail you, sir  



THE CITY-IIATCH. 

WARE. 0 nephew, I am not well, I am not well ! 
PLOT. I hope you are not married ? 
WARE. It is too true. 
ROSE. God help you, then ! 
VARE. Amen. lephew, forgive me. 
ROSE. Alas ! good gentleman ! 
PLOT. Would you trust Bannswright, sb" ? 
WARE. lephew, in hell 
There's not a torment for him. O that I couhl 
But see that cheating rogue upon the rack now ! 
I'd give a thousand pound for every stretch, 
That should enlarge the rogue through all his 
joints, 
And but just show him hell, and then recall 
His broken soul, and give him strenh to suffer 
His torture often. I would have the rascal 
Think hanging a relief, and be as long 
A-dying as a chopp'd eel, that the devil 
:Might have his soul by pieces. Who's here ? a 
sailor  

SCENE IV. 

Effer CYPHER, like a sailor. 

CYPH. Are you, sir, Warehouse the rich mer- 
chant ? 
WARE. Sir, my name is Warehouse. 
CYPH. Then you are not, sir, 
So rich by two ships as you were. 
WARE. I-low mean you ? 
CYPH. Your two ships, sir, that were now coming 
home 
From Ormus, are both cast away : the wreck 
And burden on the place was valued at 
Some forty thousand pound. All the men perish'd 
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I like a man that can love, woo, and wed, 
All in an hour. ]Iy husband was so long 
A-getting me ; so many friends' consents 
Were to be ask'd, that when we came to church, 
'Twas not a marriage, but our times were out, 
And we were there made free of one another. 
]Ixs. HOL. I look'd to find you abed, and a 
young sheriff 
Begot by this. ]Iy husband, when I came 
From church, by this time had his caudle : I 
Had not a garter left, nor he a point. 
hhs. ScR. Surely, all that my husband did the 
first 
/Tight we were married, was to call for one 
Of his wrought caps more to allay his rheum. 
hhs. HoL. "Ve hear y' have match'd a courtier, 
sir : a gallant : 
One that can spring fire in your blood, and dart 
Fresh flames into you. 
:5hs. SEA. Sir, you are not merry : 
lIethinks you do not look as you were married. 
lIs. Hor You rather look as you had lost your 
love. 
lIs. SCR. Or else, as if your spouse, sir, had 
rebuk'd you. 
,SEa. How is it, sir You see I have lrought 
along 
l|y fiddle with me; my wife ad Iistress Hol- 
land 
Are good wind-instruments. 'Tis enough for me 
To put on sadness. 
'ARE. OU, sir, have no cause. 
SE^. Not I. t Ask lIistress Scruple. I have 
lost 
lIy daughter, sir: she's stol'n. Then, sir, I have 
A spendthrift to my son. 
WARE. These are felicities 
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IIS. SEA. They stir, too. 
2D FOOT. Sir, the:)" are drawn to life  a master's 
hand 
Went to 'era, I assure you. 
WARE. Out, varlets, bawds ! 
Panders, avoid my house ! O devil ! are you 
ly .wife's night-pieces  [They come out. 
BZInT. Sir, you are rude, uncivil, 
And would be beaten. 
N.w. We cannot come in private 
On business to yodr wife, but you must be 
Inquisitive. Sir, thank God 'tis in your own 
house; 
The place protects you. 
BIGrT. If such an insolence 
'Scape unreveng'd, henceforth no ladies shall 
Have secret servants. 
h'EW. Here she comes ; we'll ask 
If she gave you commission to be so bold. 
WAKE. Why this is far beyond example rare. 
Now I conceive what is Platonic love : 
'Tis to have men, like pictures, brought disguised, 
To cuckold us with drtue. [They whisper. 

SCENE VIII. 

Lnter ORCAS. 

Dot,. He would not offer't, would he  
]RIGHT. We have been 
In danger to be searched : hereafter we 
Must first be question'd by an officer, 
And bring it under hands we are no men, 
Or have nought dangerous about us, before 
We shall obtain access. 
Ew. We do expec 
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In time your husband, to preserve you chaste, 
Should keep you with  guard of eunuchs, or 
Confine you, like/talians, to a room 
Where no male beast is pictur'd, lest the sight 
Of aught that can beget should stir desires. 
DOR. I mar'l, sir, who did license you to pry, 
Or spy out any friends that come to me; 
It shows an unbred curiosity, 
Which I'll correct hereafter. You will dare 
To break up letters shortly, and examine 
My tailor, lest, when he brings home my gown, 
There be a mart in't. I'll have whom I list, 
In what disguise I list, and when I list, 
And not have your sour eyes so saucy to peep, 
As if you, by prevention, meant to kill 
A basilisk. 
WARE. Mistress, do what you list, 
Send for your couch out, lie with your gallants 
there 
Before us all : or, if you have a mind 
To fellows that can litt weights, I can call 
Two footmen too. 
SEA. You are too patient, sir : 
Send for the marshal, and discharge your house. 
MIs. SEA. Truly n handsome woman! what 
pity 'tis 
She is not honest. [As/.] 
MIS. Hot,. Two proper gentlemen, too. 
Lord, that such pictures might be sent to me ! 
SCENE I 
Eater PLOTWELL and ROSECLAP, wRh BANNS- 
WRIGHT and QUARTFIELD dsuised. 
W.aRE. 0 nephew, welcome to my ransom! 
here 
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Hath married her with all her faults. They are 
.New-come from church, 
WARE. How ! 
PLOT. "Wonder not, sir : you 
Were married but in jest. 'Twas no church-form, 
But a fine legend out of Rab'lais. 
SALE. Troth, 
This reverend weed east off, I'm a lay poet, 
, [SALEWI1  ?zru.lisuses. 
And cannot marry, unless't be in a play-- 
]a the fifth act or so ; and that's almost 
Worn out of fashion too. 
MIS. SEA. These are the two 
That show'd my son. [Asde.] 
MIs. HOL. Let's have our money back. 
PLOT. But, uncle, for the jointure you have 
made her 
I hope you'll not retract. That and three parts 
Of your two ships, besides what you will leave 
Us at your death, will make a pretty stock 
For young beginners. 
WARE. Am I o'erreach'd so finely . 
,SEA. But are you married, sir, in earnest 
PLOT. Troth 
We have not been abed yet, but may go, 
And no law broken. 
SEA. Then I must tell you, sir, 
Y' have wrong'd me ; and I look for satisfaction. 
PLOT. Why, I beseech you, sir ? 
SEA. Sir, were not you 
Betroth'd once to my daughter ? 
MIs. SEA. And did not I 
And Mistress Holland help to make you sure ? 
PLOT. I do confess it. 
SEA. Bear witness, gentlemen, he doth confess 
it. 
PLOT. I'll swear it too, sir. 
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B. Son, I wish you joy. 
PLOT. 0 my bless'd stars ! my father ! 
BAN. And to you, fair mistress, 
Let it not breed repentance that I have, 
For my security, to 'scape your father, 
Awhile descended from myself to this 
Unworthy shape. :Now I can cast it off, 
And be my true self. I have a ship which fame 
Gave out for lost, but just now landed too, 
Worth twenty thousand pounds, towards your 
match. 
SE,t. Better and better still. 
,VARE. Well, what was wanting 
Unto our joys, and made these nv_ptials 
Imperfect, brother, you by your discovery 
Have fully added. 

CYPHER. 

CYP. Sir, the two sheriffs are 
Within, and have both brought their wives. 
W.rE. The feast 
Intended for my wedding shall be yours. 

To which I add--2[ay you so love to say, 
When old, your time was btt one marrictye-day. 



THE EPILOGUE AT WHITEHALL. 

THE author was deceiv'd ; for, should the parts 
And play which you have seen plead rules and 
arts, 
Such as strict critics write by, who refuse 
T' allow the buskin to the Comic Muse ; 
Whose re,on is the people, every strain 
Ot  royalty being trac, though none slain ; 
He'd nov, Great Sir, hold all his rules untrue, 
And think his best rules are the Queen nd You. 
He should have search'd the stories of each age, 
And brought five acts of princes on the stage ; 
He should have taken measure, amt rais'd sport 
From persons bright and glorious as your court, 
And should have made his argument to be 
Fully as high and great as they that see. 
Here, he confesseth, you did nothing meet, 
But what was first a comedy i' th' street : 
Cheapside brought into verse ; no passage strange 
To any here that hath been at th' Exchange. 
Yet he hopes none doth value it so low, 
As to compare it with my Lord Mayor's Show. 
'Tis so unlike that some, he fears, did sit, 
Who, missing pageants, did o'ersee the wit. 
Since then his scene no pomp or highness boasts, 
And low things gTac'd show princes princes most, 
Your royal smiles will raise't, and make him say, 
He only wrote, your liking made, the play. 
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THE PROLOGUE AT THE FRIAtlS. 

ERE we begin, that no man may repent 
Two shillings and his time, the Author sent 
The prologue with the errors of his play, 
Tlmt, who will, may take his money and away. 
First for the plot, it's no way intricate 
By cross deceits in love, nor so high in state, 
That we might have given out in our playbill, 
This day's "The Prince," writ by Nick 5[achiavil. 
The langnage too is easy, such as fell 
Unstudied from his pen : not like a spell 
Big with mysterious words, such as enchant 
The half-witted, and confound the ignorant. 
Then what must needs afflict the amorist, 
o virgin here in breeches casts a mist 
Before her lover's eyes : no ladies tell, 
How their blood boils, how high their veins do swell. 
But, what is worse, no bawdy mirth is here 
(The wit of bottle-ale and double-beer), 
To make the wife of citizen protest, 
And country-justice swear 'twas a good jest. 
Now, sirs, you ha,e the errors of his wit : 
Like or dislike, at your own perils be't. 
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Nor doubt the care Fate hath to stop the motion 
Of envious Time, might it endanger so 
Supreme a beauty. 
CLE. Sure, my lord, Fate hath 
More serious business, or divines make bold 
T' instruct us in a schism. But grant I could 
Induce myself (which I despair I shall) 
To hear and talk that empty nothing Love, 
Is't now in season, when an army lies 
Before our city-gates, and every hour 
A battery expected ? Dear my lord, 
Let's seal our testament, and prepare for heaven ; 
And, as I am inform'd by them who seem 
To know some part o" th' way, Love's not the 
nearest 
Path that leads thither. 
SA. hladam, he is but 
A coward lover whom or death or hell 
Can fright from's mistress: and, for danger now 
Threat'ning the city, how can I so arm 
Myself, as by your favour proof against 
All stratagems of war? 
CLE. Your lordship then 
Shall walk as safe as if a Lapland witch 
(You will not envy me the honour of 
The metaphor) preserv'd you shot-free. But 
Who is your confessor ? Yet spare his name ; 
His function will forve the glory of it : 
Sure he's ill-read in cases to allow 
A married lord the freedom of this courtship. 
SAN. Can you think, madam, that I trust my 
sins 
(But vrtues are those loves I pay your beauty) 
To th' counsel of a cassock ? Who hath art 
To judge of my confession, must have had 
At least a privy chamberer to his father. 
We of the court commit not, as the vulgar, 
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Enter ONIATE and FLORLOIA. 

FLO. I owe you, sir, for the pleasure of this 
walk. 
ONI. hIadam, it was to me the highest honour. 
[ E.rit 
CLE. Welcome, O, welcome, to redeem me 
What 
Can the best wit of woman fancy we 
Have been discoursing of 
FLO. Sure, not of love  
CLF. Of that most ridiculous hobby-horse, love ; 
That fool that fools the world ; that spaniel love, 
That fawns [the more] the more 'tis kick'd .' 
SAtq. Will you betray me  
CLE. Thy lord hath so protested, Floriana, 
Vowed such an altar to my beauty, swore 
So many oaths, and such profane oaths too, 
To be religious in performing 
That's impious towards heaven, and to a lady 
l[ost ruinous. 
FLO. Good Cleantha, all your detraction 
Wins no belief on my suspicion. 
CLV.. Be credulous, and be abus'd. Floriana, 
There's no vice so great as to think him virtuous. 
Go mount your milk-white steed, Sir Lancelot, 
Your little squire attends you there : in suburbs 
Enchanted castles are, where ladies wait 
To be deliver'd by your mighty hand ; 
Go and protest there. 
SAN. I thank your favour, madam. 
[Et SAtMAaWIO. 
CLE. It is not so much worth, sir. Come, we'll 
follow. 
FLO. But stay, Cleantha. Prythee, what be- 
go 
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That squeamish look, that scornful wry o' the 
mouth, 
When Oniate parted  
CL.. Why, thou hadst 
So strange a fellow in thy company, 
His garb was so uncourtly, I grew sick. 
FLo. He is a gentleman ; and, add to that, 
Makes good the title. 
CL.. Haply he may so, 
And haply he's enamour'd on thy beauty. 
FLo. On mine, Cleantha ? 
CLE. Yes, dear Floriana ; 
Yet neither danger to thy chastity', 
:Nor blemish to thy fame : custom approves it. 
But I owe little to my memory, 
If I e'er saw him 'mong the greater ladies : 
Sure, he's some suburb-courtier. 
FLO. He's noble, 
And hath a soul--a thing is question'd much 
In most of the gay youths whom you converse with. 
CLE. But how disorderly his hair did hang. 
FLO. Yet 'twas his own. 
CLE. How ill turn'd up his beard ; 
And for his clothes 
FLO. Though not fresh every morning, 
Yet in the fashion. 
CLZ. Yes, i' th' sober fashion, 
Which courtiers wear who hope to be emplo)'d, 
And aim at business. But he's not genteel; 
Iot discomposed enough to court a lady. 
FLO. His thoughts are much more serious. 
CLE. Guard me, Fortune ! 
I would not have the court take notice that 
I walked one hour with that state-aphorism 
:Each autumn to renew my youth. Let us 
Discourse with lords, whose heads and legs move 
lore 
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Disdain his love and our desires) hath proved 
To time and fortune that he fears no danger, 
Bu what may wound his honour. How can then 
Florentio (though he now sit down before 
Our city with so vast an army) choose 
A place for interview by art and nature 
So fortified, as where Decastro's faith 
Makes it impremble ? 
O.NI. Distrust, my lord, 
Is the best councillor to great designs : 
Our confidence betrays us. But between 
These two are other seeds of jealousy, 
Such as would almost force religion break 
Her tying vows, authorise perjury, 
And make the scrupulous casuist say, that faith 
Is the tbol's virtue. They both love the queen : 
Decastro building on his high deserts, 
And vote of Arragon ; Florentio, on 
The favour he gain'd from her majesty 
When here he lived employed by his great master, 
King of Castile. 
Oss. Such politic respects 
May warrant the bad statesman to dark actions ; 
But both these generals by a noble war 
Resolve to try their fate. 
ONt. But here, my lord, 

Enter SANMARTINO. 

Is a full period to all serious thought. 
This lord is so impertinent, yet still 
Upon the whisper. 
Oss. He's a mischief, sir, 
:No court is safe from. 
OI. What fine tricks he shows 
Each morning on his jennet, but to gain 
A tmale vision from some half-op'd window : 
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And if a lady smile by accident, 
Or but in scorn of him, yet he (kind soul) 
Interprets it as prophecy to some 
Near favour to ensue at night. 
Oss. I wonder 
What makes him thought a wit  
ONI. _ copper wit, 
Which fools let pass for current : so false coin, 
Such very alchemy that, who vents him 
For aught but parcel-ass, may be in danger. 
Look on him, and in little there see drawn 
The picture of the youth is so admired 
Of the spruce sirs, whom ladies and their women 
Call the fine gentleman. 
Oss. What are those papers, 
With such a sober brow he looks upon ? 
ONI. ]Nor platform  nor intelligence; but a pro- 
logue 
He comes to whisper to one of the maids 
I' th' privy chamber after supper. 
Oss. I praise the courage of his folly yet, 
Whom fear cannot make wiser. 
SAN. My good lord, 
Brave Oniate, saw you not the general  
ONI. He's upon entrance here. And how, my 
lord  
I saw your lordship turning over papers ! 
What's the discovery  
SAN. It may import 
Decastro's knowledge. Never better language 
Or nearer wit : a paper of such verses, 
Writ by th' exactest hand. 
Oss. In time of business, 
As serious as our safety, to intrude 
The dreams of madmen ! 

[Programme of policy.] 
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Enter FLORENTIO, VELASCO, and others. 
ONI. My lord, the general of Castile, Florentio. 
DEC. He's safely welcome. ov let each man 
keep 
At a due distance. I have here attended 
Your lordship's presence. 
FLO. 0 my lord, are we, 
Whom love obligeth to the same allegiance, 
Brought hither on these terms  
DEc. They're terms of honour, 
And I yet never knew to frame excuse, 
Where that begot the quarrel. 
FLO. Yet methinks 
We might have found another way to it. 
We might have sought out danger, where 
proud, 
Insulting Moor profanes our holy places. 
The noise of war had been no trouble then ; 
But now too much 'twill fright the gentle ear 
Of her we both are vow'd to serve. 
DEC. That love, 
Which arms us both, bears witness that I had 
bluch rather have encounter'd lightning, than 
Create the least distraction to her peace. 
But since the vote of Arragon decrees 
That my long service hath the justest claim 
To challenge her regard, thus I must stand 
Arm'd to make good the title. 
FLO. This vain language 
Scarce moves my pity. What desert can rise 
So high to merit her  Were each short moment 
O' th' longest-liv'd commander lengthen'd to 
An age, and that exposed to dangers mighty, "" 
As cowards frame them, can you think his service 
Might challenge her regard  Like th' heavenly 
bounty, 
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She may distribute favour ; but 'tis sin 
To say our merits may pretend a title. 
DEC. You talk, sir, like a courtier. 
FLO. But, my lord, 
You'll find a soldier in this arm which, strengthen'd 
By such a cause, may level mountains high, 
As those the giants (emblems of your thoughts) 
Piled up to have scal'd heaven. 
DEC. That must be 
Decided by the sword : and if, my lord, 
Our interview hath no more sober end 
Than a dispute so froward, let us make 
The trumpet drown the noise. 
];'LO. YOU shall not want 
That music. But before we yielded up 
Our reason unto fury, I desired 
We might expostulate the ground of this 
So fatal var, and bring you to that low 
Obedience nature placed you in. 
DEC. My ear attends you. 
FLO. Where is then that humble zeal' 
You owe a mistress, if you can throw off 
That duty which you owe her as your queen ? 
What justice (that fair rule of human actions), 
Can you pretend for taking arms ? 
DEC. Pray, forward. 
FLO. I'll not deny (for from an enemy 
I'll not detract) during her nonage, when 
The public choice and her great father's will 
Enthron'd you in the government, you manag'd 
Affairs with prudence equal to the fame 
You gain'd: and when your svord did fight her 
quarrel, 
'Twas crown'd with victory. 
DEC. I thank your memory. 
FLO. But hence ambition and ingratitude 
Drew only venom : for by these great actions 
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CLE. 01117 walks are privileg'd, our whispers 
safe, 
No fear of laying contracts to my charge, 
.Nor much of scandal : and if there be cause 
Who is so fond a gamester of his life, 
As merely out of spleen to stake it ? But, 
My lord, I now suspect you constru'd ill 
That language I used to your lady, when 
I told her of your love : but I presume 
You were not so dull-sighted as in that 
.Not to discern the best disguise for love. 
SAN. What a suspicious ass was I! How 
captious ! 
I ne'er mistrusted my own wit before. 
Mischief, how dull was I ! 
CLE. Pray turn your face 
Away. ow know, when worth and valour are 
Led on by love, to win my favour. But-- 
The queen ! 

Enter QUEEN, ]ECASTRO, OSSUNA, FLORLANA, 
SAN. Divine Cleantha 
DEC. Ossuna, let me beg thy care : though we 
Bravely re])uls'd the enemy, they seem 
To threaten a new assault. 
Oss. Command your servant. 
DEC. Bear then a vigilant eye, anti by your 
scouts 
Learn if they any new attempt prepare. 
[Exit Osst'x.. 
May't please your majesty, command these many 
Ears from your presence. 
QtEEN. Good my lord, you who 
Have power to guide your queen, may make our 
presence 
Or full or empty, as you please. 
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DEC. Then with 
Your licence, madam, they may all withdraw. 
QUEEN. Not with our licence. If your usurped 
greatness 
"Will banish all attendance from our person, 
I must remain alone ; but not a man 
Stir hence with our good liking. 
DEC. If your will 
(Averse from sober counsel) would submit 
To safe advice 
QUEEN. YOU have instructed it 
To more obedience than I guess my birth 
Did e'er intend. But pray, my lord, teach me 
To know my fault, and I will find amendment, 
If not repentance, for it. 
DEe. Then, great madam, 
I must acquaint you that the supreme law 
[)f princes is the people's safety, which 
You have infring'd, and drawn thereby into 
The inward parts of this great state a most 
Contagious fever. 
QuE,', . Pray, no metaphor. 
DEc. You have invited war to interrupt, 
With its rude noise, the music of our peace : 
A foreign enemy gathers the fruit 
The sweat and labour of your subjects planted : 
In the cool shadow of the vine we prun'd 
He wantonly lies down, and roughly bids 
The owner press the grape, that with the juice 
His blood may swell up to lascivious heats. 
QUEEN. My lord, I answer not th' effects 
war ; 
But I must pay Castile all thankful service 
For his fair charity. 
DEC. Do you then, madam, 
Reckon on mischief as a charity ? 
QUEEN. Yes, such a mischief as is merciful, 
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And I a queen oppress'd. But how dares he, 
Whose duty ought with reverence obey, 
And not dispute the counsels of his princess, 
Question my actions  Whence, my lord, springs 
this 
Ill-tutor'd privilege ? 
DEC. From the zeal I owe 
The honour of our nation, over which 
Kings rule but at the courtesy of time. 
QUEEN. You are too bold ; and I must tell your 
pride, 
It swells to insolence : for, were your nature 
Not hood-wink'd by your interest, you would 
praise 
The virtue of his courage, who took arms 
To an injur'd lady's rescue. 
DEC. 'Twas ambition, 
Greedy to make advantage of that breach 
Between you and your people, arm'd Castile. 
Unpitied else you might have wept away 
The hours of your restraint. 
QUEEN. Poor erring man ! 
Could thy arts raise a tempest blacker yet, 
Such as would fright thyself, it could not for 
One moment cloud the splendour of my soul, 
Misfortune may benight the wicked ; she, 
Who knows no guilt, can sink beneath no fear. 
DEC. Your majesty mistakes the humble aim 
Of my address. I come not to disturb 
Th' harmonious calm your soul enjoys: may 
pleasure 
Live there enthron'd, till you yourself shall woo 
Death to enlarge it ! May felicities, 
Great as th' ideas of philosophy, 
Wait still on your delight ! May fate conspire 
To make you rich and envied ! 
Quzl. Pray, my lord, 
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DEC. Have I your licence ? 
QUEEN. To augment your own command, au,l 
keep me still 
An humble captive. 
DEc. Madam, your disdain 
Distracts me more than all th' assaults of fortune 
[Exeun all ba the QUEEN, FLORIANA, 
CLEANTHA. 
QUEEN. My fate, O, whither dost thou lead me 
Why 
Is my youth destin'd to the storms of war 
What is my crime, you heavenly Powers, that it 
Must challenge blood for expiation 
CLE. Madam ! 
QUEEN. Fortune ! 0 cruel ! for, which side soe'er 
Is lost, I suffer ; either in my people 
Or slaughter of my friends. No victory 
Can now come welcome : the best chance of war 
Makes me howe'er a mourner. 
CLE. Madam, you 
Have lost your virtue, which so often vow'd 
A clear aspect, what cloud soever darken'd 
Your present glory. 
QUEEN. I had [such] thoughts, Cleantha 
But they are vanish'd. What shall we invent 
To take off fear and trouble from this hour ? 
Poor Floriana, thou art trembling now 
With thought of wounds and death, to which the 
courage 
Of thy fierce husband, like a headstrong jade, 
May run away with him. But clear thy sorrows : 
If he fall in this quarrel, thou shalt have 
Thy choice 'mong the Castilian lords ; and (give 
My judgqnent faith) there be brave men among 
them. 
FLO. Madam, I have vowed my life to a cloister. 
Should I survive my lord. 
VOL. XIIL g 
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QUEEX. And thou art fearful 
Thou shalt be forc'd to make thy pronfise good  
Alas, poor soul ! enclosure and coarse diet, 
:Much discipline and early prayer, will ill 
Agree with thy complexion. There's Cleantha, 
She hath a heart so wean'd from vanity, 
To her a nunnery would be a palace. 
CLE. Yes, if )'our majesty were abbess, madam : 
But cloister up the fine young lords with us, 
And ring us up each miduight to a masque, 
Instead of matins, and I stand prepar'd 
To be profess'd without probation. [Drm beats. 
FLO. Hark ! what noise is that  
Qt'EEN. 'Tis that of death aud mischief. 
My griefs ! but I'll dissemble them [Aside.I--Yet 
why, 
Cleautha, being the sole beauteous idol 
Of all the superstitious youth at court, 
Remain'st thou yet unmarried .l 
CLE. Madam, I 
ttave many servants, but not one so valiant, 
As dares attempt to marry me. 
QtEE. There's not a wit, but under some 
feign',l name 
Implores thy beauty : sleep cannot close up 
Thy eyes, but the sad world benighted is, 
Or else their sonnets are apocryphal : 
And when thou wak'st, the lark salutes the day, 
:Breaking from the bright east of thy fair eyes. 
Aud if 'mong thy admirers there be some 
Poor drossy brain, who camot rhyme thy praise, 
He wooes in sorry prose. 

r SERVANT. 

SER. Half of the city 
Already is possess'd by th' enemy 
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Then, for fear of suel a fire, 
ll'iffch kills worse than the long night 
Which benumbs the alIuscovite, 
I must from my life retire. 
yBut, 0 no ! Iol; it" her e3te 
Warm me not, l freeze m,d die. 

lJurbg the son [the QtrEEY falls into a slumber, aul] 
enter ASCANIO, LERMA, SANMARTINO, 'e. 
ASC. Cease ghe uncivil murmur of the drum ! 
Sohing sound now, but gentle ; such as may not 
Disturb her quiet ear. Are you sure, Lerraa, 
Th' obedient soldier hath put up his sword ? 
LER. The citizen and soldier gratulate 
Each otlier, as divided friends new meeting : 
Nor is there execution done, but in pursui 
Of th' enemy without the wails. 
Asc. 'Tis very well. My lord, is that your 
queen  
SAN. It is the queen, sir. 
Asc. Temper'd like the orbs 
Which, while we mortals weary life in battle, 
Move with perpetual harmony. No fear 
Eclipseth the bright lustre of her cheek, 
While we, who (infants) were swath'd up in steel, 
And in our cradle luli'd asleep by th' cannon, 
Grow pale at danger. 
SaN. 1'11 acquaint her, sir, 
That you attend here. 
As(/. bot for a diamond 
Big as our Apennine. She's heavenly fair ; 
And, had not nature plac'd her in a throne, 
Her beauty yet bears so much majesty, 
It would have forc'd the world to throw itself 
A captive at her feet. [The QUEE wakes.] ]ut 
see, she moves ! 
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Yet we recover by our art and patience 
What fortune gives away. This unknown leader 
(I know not how to style him) press'd among 
Our soldiers, as they were returning back 
After a small.repulse : encouraged them, 
(Though it was much superfluous) and got honour 
Perhaps not so deservingly ; but 'twas well. 
ONI. Your sohliers speak his glory even with 
wonder. 
VEL. The ignorant are prone to it : but, sir, 
I think in our whole army there fought none 
But who had equal spirit. Fortune may 
Bestow success according to her dotage : 
I answer not for that. 
S,N. This is pure Castile. 
But what is his birth, country, quality, 
And whither is he bound ? 
VEL. I seldom trouble 
My lanouage with vain questions. Some report 
(Ig not imports who are the authors) that 
His country's Sicily, his name Ascanio 
(Or else some sound like that) : that lie's a lord 
IBut what's an island-lord?) and that he came 
Into our continent to learn men and manners : 
And well lie might ; for the all-seeing sun 
Beholds no nation fiercer in attempt, 
More staid in counsel. 
O'I. He's of a brave presence : 
I never saw more majesty in youth ; 
Nor never such bold courage in a face 
So fashion'd to delight. 
SAN. The queen commends him 
Almost with wonder. 
VEL. Did the queen regard 
A man unknown ? 
0. His merits spoke his worth, 
And well might challenge a particular eye. 
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SA.w. You mistake him, madam. 
Though he talk positive, and bustle 'mong 
The sober lords, pretend to embassies 
And state-desigus all day ; he's one of us 
At night ; he'll play, he'll drink,--you guess the 
rest. 
He'll quarrel too, then underhand compound. 
Why, br a need he'll jeer and speak profane ; 
Court, and then laugh at her he courted. Madam, 
Forgive him his pretence to gravity, 
And he's an absolute cavalier. 
CLE. My lord, 
He owes you for this fair certificate ; 
Yet I fear your character's beyond his merit. 
O.'I. Madam, dissemble not so great a virtu.e ; 
Nor, to obey the tyranny of custom, 
Become the court's fair hypocrite. I know 
This vanity for fashion-sake you wear, 
And all those gaieties you seem t' admire 
Are but your laughter. 
CLE. Sir, your charity 
Abuseth you extremely. 
O.'I. Come, you cannot 
Disguise that wisdom, which doth glory in 
The beauteous mansion it inhabits. Madam, 
This soul of mine, how coarse soe'er 'tis cloth'd, 
Took the honour to admire you, soon as first 
You shin'd at court : nor had a timorous silence 
So long denied me to profess my service, 
But that I fear'd I might be lost i' the crowd 
Of your admirers. 
CLE..Nor can I perceive 
Any strong hope now to the contrary. 
OxI. Nor I : but give me licence t' undeceive 
The world, that so mistakes you. This young 
lord 
Flatters his folly that indeed you are 
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Have showed a flame untainted with ambition, 
And courted you ; but now the circumstance 
Of greatness seems to challenge more than I 
Have power to give, and, working up my love, 
I serve my fortune. 
QUEEN. YOU have not, my lord, 
Found me uneasy to your vows : and, when 
The troubled stream of my tempestuous state 
Shall meet a perfect calm, you then shall know 
How worthy I esteem your virtue. 
FLO. Speak but those words again, and seat 
me in 
An orb above corruption ! O, confirm 
Your thoughts but with a promise. 
QUEEN. HOW, a promise ! 
I shall repent my favour if I hear 
A syllable which sounds like that. Upon 
My marriage-day I have vowed to bring myself 
A free oblation to the holy altar ; 
Not, like a fearful debtor, tender low  
To save my bond. My lord, I must not hear 
One whisper of a promise. 
FLo. I'm silent, 
And use me as your vassal ; for a title 
More glorious I shall never covet. But, 
QUEEN. TO jealousy, my lord. 

JEnfer LERMA. 

LEft. Your majesty 
Is great in mercy ; and I hope a stranger 
Shall meet it, if his speech be au offence. 
QUEEN. Your pleasure, sir . 
LER. The Lord Ascanio charg'd [5zeels. 
Me fall yet lower, if the earth vould license ; 

[Old copy, lore.] 
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For to so high a majesty obedience 
Cannot bend down enough : then he commanded, 
I, in his name, should beg the honour for him, 
Before he take his journey from your country, 
To kiss your hand. 
QUEEN. Pray, sir, let's know the hour ; 
But let it not be sudden. Years should sweat 
In preparation for his entertainment, 
And poets rack invention, till it reach 
Such praises as would reach the victories 
Of th' ohl heroes. 
LER. Madam, if his arm 
Did actions worthy memory, it receiv'd 
An influence from your quarrel, in the which 
A dwarf might triumph o'er an army. But 
He humbly craves his audience may not be 
With crowd and noise, as to embassadors ; 
But with that silence which befits his business, 
For 'tis of moment. 
QUEEN. Sir, we will obey 
His own desires, though ours could wish his welcome 
With a full ceremony. I attend him. [Exit LEaMA. 
FLO. Madam, this stranger.-- 
QUEEN. Pray, my lord, let love 
.Not interrupt your business. I believe, 
The army which Decastro so expected 
Being now arriv'd, your soldiers tired, the city 
Ill-settled in her faith, much counsel will 
Be needful. Wheu your leisure shall permit, 
l)ur joy shall be to see you. 
FLo. I'm all obedience. 
[Exeunt QUEEN au/ FLORENTIO at several doors. 

.]Janet SANMARTIN0 and CLEANTHA. 

SAN. And when, sweet madam, will you crown 
our joys . 
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Let's not, like riotous gamesters, throw away 
The treasure of our time : appoint the hour, 
The hour which must wear garlands of delight, 
By which we'll make't the envy of the age. 
CLE. My lord, what mean you ? 
SAN. What all fine lords mean 
Who have plenty, youth and title. 
CLE. ]u my fame ! 
SAN. 'Tis the fool's bugbear. 
CLE. Then my conscience ! 
S,N. A scarecrow for old wives, whom wrinkles 
make 
Religious. 
CLE. What will the court say ? 
SAN. Why, nothing. 
In mercy to themselves, all other ladies 
Will keep your counsel. 
CLE. But will you not boast it ? 
SAN. I'll be degraded first. 
CLE. Well, I'm resolv'd. 
SAN. But when, sweet madam ? Name 
The moment. 
CL. Never : for now I weigh things better ; 
The antidote 'gainst fear is innocence. 
SAN. Will you delude my hopes then . Pit),, 
madam, 
A heart that withers if denied this favour. 
CLE. In pity I may be induced to much ; 
And, since you urge compassion, I will meet. 
SAN. Where, excellent madam  
CLE. I' th' sycamore-walk. 
SAN. The minute ! O, the minute! 
CLF_. An hour hence. 
SAN. Felicity ! fit for thy envy, Love ! 
You will not fail now, madam ? 
CLE. To be such, 
As you shall count that hour your happiest. [Exeum 
VOL. XlII.  A 
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My hfe is so concomitant with love, 
That if you frown on either, both expire, 
And I must part for ever hence. 
QUEEN. How strange appears this ecstasy! 
My lord, I fear 
Your brain feels some disturbance : if I cause it, 
I will remove the object. 
Asc. Pardon, madam, 
The error of my fancy (which oft seems 
To see things absent), if my tongue did utter 
What misbecame your ear ; and do not forfeit 
Your servant to perpetual misery, 
For want of a short patience. 
Qt'EEN. NO, my lord ; 
I have the memory of your great deeds 
Engrav'd so deep, no error can have power 
To raze them from a due respect. You begg'd 
To have a pardon : speak th' offender's name. 
Asc. Th' offender's name is Love ; his crime 
high treason ; 
A plot, how to surprise and wound your heart : 
To this conspirator I have given harbour, 
And vow'd to beg your mercy for him. 
QUEEN. How ! 
Asc. And if you break your ant, I will here- 
after 
Scorn all your sex, since the most excellent 
Is cruel and inconstant. 
QUEEN. Pray, my lord, 
Go recollect your reason, which your passion 
Hath too much scatter'd. Make me not have 
cause 
To hate whom I would ever strive to honour. 
Asc. Madam, you haply scorn the vlar earth, 
Of which I stand compacted : and because 
I cannot add a splendour to my name, 
Reflective from a_royal pedigree, 
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You interdict my language : but be pleas'd 
To know, the ashes of my ancestors, 
If intermingled n the tomb with kings, 
Could hardly be distinguish'd. The stars sho0t 
An equal influence on the open cottage, 
Where the poor shepherd's child is rudely hUts'd, 
And on the cradle, where the prince is rock'd 
With care and whisper. 
QUEEX. And what hence infer you  
Asc. That no distinction is 'tween man 
But as his virtues add to him a glory, 
Or vices cloud him. 
QUEEN. But yet Heaven hath mad 
Subordination and degrees of men, 
And even religion doth authorise us 
To rule, and tells the subject 'tis a crime, 
And shall meet death, if he disdain obedience. 
Asc.. Kind Heven made us all equal, till rude 
strength 
Or wicked policy usurp'd a power : 
And for religion, that exhorts t' obey 
Only for its own ease. 
QUEEN. I must not hear 
Such insolence 'gainst majesty; and yet 
This less offends than love. 
Asc. If reason bends 
You not to mercy, let my passion plead, 
And not meet death from her, in whose fair 
quarrel 
I could each moment bring a life to th' hazard. 
Philosophy hath taught me that content 
Lives under the coarse thatch of labourers 
With much more quiet than where the fan',l 
hand 
Of artists to the life have richly drawn 
Upon the roofs the fictions of the gods. 
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How happy then might I lengthen my life, 
With some fair country girl, so ignorant 
She knew not her own beauties, rather than 
Endanger death and scorn in your denial, 
And in your grant nothing but pomp and enxy ! 
QUEEh . My lord, be wise, and study that best 
content. 
This bold presumptuous love hath cancell'd all 
The bonds I owed your valour: henceforth hope 
NTot for that usual favour I show strangers, 
Since you have thus abus'd it. Would l might 
With safety have appear'd more grateful. [Exit. 
Asc. She's gone, as life from the delinquent, 
when 
Justice sheathes up her sword. I fain would have 
Conceal'd love's treason, but desire t' obtain her 
Put me to th' torture, till each nerve did crack, 
And I confess'd, then died upon the rack. [L,'xit. 

ACT IV., SCENE 1. 

'ter CLEANTHA ad FLORIANA. 

FLO. Thy pride is such a flatterer of thy beauty, 
That no man sighs by accident, but thou 
Dost pity as enamour'd. 
CLE. Floriana ! 
Xot so kind-natur'd, surely. I have put 
The sighs of courtiers in a scale, and find 
Some threescore thousand may weigh down a 
feather ; 
I have tried their tears which, though of briny 
taste, 
Can only season the hearts of fools, not women. 
Their vows are like their duels, ever grounded 
Upon the idlest quarrel. 
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FLO. This experience 
Perhaps instructs you to; but yet your pride, 
I fear, is over-easy to believe. 
'Tis merely to fly idleness that my lord 
Hath troubled you with courtship : if the queen 
Would make a statesman, she might cure a lover. 
Want of employment made him dream on beauty, 
And yours came first t' his fancy. 
CLE. I begin 
To think his making love but vanity, 
And a mistake in wit. 
FLO. And you ben 
Perhaps to fear it ? 
CLE. True, perhaps I do; 
For though we care not for the lover, yet 
We love the passion: though we scorn the offer- 
ing, 
We grieve to see it thrown away, and envy, 
If consecrated to another. Woman 
Hath no revenge 'gainst th' injury of custom, 
Which gives man superiority, but thus 
To fool it to subjection. 
FLO. Yet, Cleantha, 
I could have wish'd your charity had spar'd 
This triumph o'er my lord. 
CLE. You see I take 
The next way to redeem him. This the hour, 
And this the place. Here he resolves to raise 
A trophy in my ruin : and behold-- 

Enter SANMARTINO, winding p his watch. 

The just man of his promise ! Not a minute 
He fails when sin's the payment. 
FLo. I'll endanger 
His virtue to a blush, and happily 
Convert an infidel. 
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CLE. This is my province, 
:Nor shall you envy me the honour of 
A work so meritorious. Let him walk 
Awhile, and sin with his own fancy ; then 
I'll undertake him, and if there be need, 
]Be you prepared to assist me. 
FLO. Thou dost build 
Such forts on the opinion of thy wit ! 
[Exeut FLORIANA atl CLEANTHA. 
SAN. 'Tis a full hour, and half a minute over, 
And yet she not appears ! How we severe 
Strict creditors in love stand on the minute, 
]But yet the payment never comes unwelcome ; 
Until the gold through age grow foul and rusty, 
We stand not on a grain or two too light. 

Eter ]BROXVFILDORA. 

:Now your discovery  
BROW. hly lord, I have 
]Iade search in every alley, every arbour, 
ot left a bush wherein my littleness 
Could creep without due scrutiny ; and yet 
:No whispering of taffaty : no dazzling 
Of your bright mistress forc'd me to a wink. 
I saw no mortal beauty. 
SAN. Sure, she'll not 
Be so unworthy to delude me now! 
]BROW. But I had a more prosperous fate iu love. 
hly lord, I met my mistress. 
SAN. You a mistress! 
BROW. A mistress, to whose beauty I have paid 
hly vows, most fervent vows, e'er since I was 
Of stature fit to be an amorist. 
SAN. One of the maids-of-honour to Queen blab ? 
B,ow. Your lordship guesses near; for she is 
one 
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When I ege your curl or lace, 
Gentle soul, /ou think y/our.face 
,$traight some murder doth commit; 
4 nd y/our zirtue doth begin 
To .qrow scrupulous of mg sin, 
When I talk to show my/wit. 

Y'herefore, madam, wear no cloud, 
Aor to check myWlove grow proud; 
In sooth I much do doubt, 
'Tis the powder in gout hair, 
.Vot y/our breath, pfumes the air, 
And lour clothes that set !/ou out. 

Yet though truth h this confess'd, 
Ad I vow I love in jest : 
When I neat begin to court, 
And protest an amorous flame, 
You will swear I it earnest am: 
Bedlam ! this is prettst sport. 

As the song erraYs, enter CLEANTHA veiled. 
She breaks forth like the morning in a cloud. 
'Tis for the safety of my eyes you veil 
The glory of your beauties, which else might 
Dazzle, not catch the sight ; but I discern 
A fair Cleantha through this gloominess. 
Appear and speak, bright madam. Why such 
silence  
O, famish not my ear, which greedily 
Longs to devour the music of your language : 
Is it to teach me that delight must be 
Entomb'd in secrecy, or else to show 
How mad a spendthrift I'm to talk away 
The treasure of this hour t. Come, fair, unveil 
CLE. O, give me leave yet to retain my blushes. 
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SAN. Deceit of timorous modesty ! Traitors 
To love your blushes are : your fears are envious 
Of your delights. Let's vanish hence, and ne'er 
To th' vulgar eye appear, till we, 
Grown old in pleasure, be transform'd t' a vine 
Or ivy, so for ever to entwine. 
CLE. Then I unveil. 
S,N. O, fly into my arms, 
As a rich odour to the ravish'd sense ! 
Perfume me with thy kisses. 
CLE. Stay, my lord ! 
Actions of moment (as I take this is) 
Must be maturely thought on. I have call'd 
My re,on to account. 
SA.'. Your reason, madam ! 
CLE. Yes, my good lord: that only doth dis- 
tinguish 
A woman from brute beasts; or, what's more 
sensual, 
A vain loose man. What sin scanda|s my carriage, 
To give encouragement to this presumption ? 
What priled this attempt ? 
SAN. That tempting beauty. 
CLE. It is a traitor then to my pure thoughts ; 
And, to preserve your eye, would it were wrinkled : 
I could much easier suffer the reproach 
Of age than your bold courtship. If a lady 
Be young and sportive, use curiosity, 
And perhaps art, to help where nature seem'd 
Imperfect in her work, will you, from the 
False argument of your own loose blood, conclude 
Her guilty ? Or, if she select a friend, 
Whose innocence gives warrant to her faith, 
Will you infer their whispers have no aim 
But that of brothels ? 'Cause you find yourself 
Nought but loose flesh, will you turn heretic, 
And thence deny the soul ? 
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Usurp a handsome pride, your fame would lie, 
Like unwall'd cities, open to the prey 
Of each invading youth. Did you not show 
A scorn, you would deserve it. 
CLE. Sir, take heed. 
Hope not to win nay favour by extolling 
What in our better thoughts we ourselves condemn. 
I am so wearied out with vows and oaths, 
With impious praises and most tedious flattery, 
That nothing but plain-speaking truth can gain 
On my affection. 
ONI. Madam, your affection  
CLE. Pray, sir, do not comment upon the word ; 
It doth portend no danger to you. 
ONL And if it did, where's the beatitude ? 
For though I grant your virtues great as beauty 
Can entertain, and foolish I resolv'd 
To captivate my stock of life t' a woman, 
Yet would I not adventure on you, if 
You did not vow to perform articles. 
CLE. Suppose the business come to articles ? 
ONL I' th' first then, you should covenant love ; 
not squinting 
On every finer youth or greater lord, 
But looking straight on me. 
CLE. To the second, sir. 
ONL 1o dotage on the court, so fax that my 
Estate must rue it ; and no vanity 
Be started up, but my fond lady must 
Be melancholy, and take physic till 
She get into it. 
CL. Why, you envy then 
Us our own trouble; keep us from the expense, 
And leave us to our discontent for penance. 
ONr 1o ! I would have the mind serene : without 
All passion, though a masque should be presented, 
And you i' th' country. I must have you wise, 
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To know your beauty mortal, which you must 
Preserve to warm my eye, not aid by arts, 
To keep the courtier's wit in exercise. 
From his so practis'd flattery your ear 
Must turn with a brave scorn ; and when his eye 
Doth offer parley, seem so ignorant 
As not to understand the language. 
CLE. ir, 
You haply will debar us our she-friends too  
ONI. As secret enemies, who'll first betray you. 
CLE. You'll not allow us, wearied of our hus- 
bands, 
To send them on discovery of new worlds ? 
Or if we take a toy ourselves to travel, 
Perhaps to Barbary or Tartary, 
Or the remotest parts  
NI. To Bedlam sooner. 
{LE. Or, if our sex should warrant it by 
custom, 
To play at tennis, or run at the ring, 
Or any other martial exercise : 
I fear me, scrupulous sir, you will condemn it 
As dangerous to my honour ? 
ON. Sure, I should. 
CLE. I then perceive small hope of our aoTee- 
ment. 
ON. But I a confidence ; for I discern 
How much you loathe these follies you pretend. 
CLE Good sir, no more of this so kind mistake ; 
You'll find some other lady more deserves it, 
And I aspire not to the honour. 
O.L I'll try yet farther. 
[Exempt ONIATE and CLEANTHA. 

Enter LERMA and VELASCO. 

LER. My lord, you offer nobly. 
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VEL. 'Tis a step 
Beneath Florentio's greatness, whether you 
His birth consider or his place. Sir, the queen 
By nature's seated and her high deserts, 
Where only mighty souls (such as the general'.) 
May offer to aspire. 
LEtt. My lord, your lapse 
To this proud language is so injurious, that 
I must be forc'd to purge the humour. That 
The Lord Florentio offers by a duel 
To show no man can have fairer pretence 
To serve the queen, must be allowed ; but that 
You dare cast disregard upon this lord, 
Although a stranger, urgeth me t' intreat 
You'd draw your sword. 
VEL. It hath seen light, and made 
XVav through an army, when fired victory 
ml'd on our enemies : it hath done wonders, 
When the thick troops of Mvors invaded us. 
.It fears no opposition. 
LEt,. Show th' effect of't. 
VEL. 'ot in a cause so trivial. Each small 
breath 
Disturbs the quiet of poor shallow waters ; 
But winds must arm themselves ere the large sea 
Is seen to tremble. Pray your pardon, sir : 
I must not throw away my courage oa 
A cause so trivial. 
LEg. As you please, my lord. 
Brat, to omit all circumstance, you bring 
A challenge to my Lord Ascanio : 
The reason of the Lord Florentio's anger, 
A rivalship in love. 
VL. You speak it right. 
LEE. I'll bring you back his resolution 
Before you have attended many minutes. 
VEL. Sir, 'twill be decent, for my nature knows 
VOL. XIII. o , B 
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Not how to wait : and if no delays 
Be used, 'twill sho, a fierce valour in him, 
And happily prevent discovery. 
For you may easily conjecture, that 
A general's absence soon will wake the eye 
Of the suspicious soldier. 
LEa. Is my lord 
In readiness "l 
VEL. He walks not far from hence. 
LER. YOU shall have use then but of a short 
patience. [Exit. 
YEL. It will be ateful to us, sir. My lord ! 

JMer FLORENTIO. 

'LO. And will Ascanio meet ? 
YEL. Immediately. 
FLO. I had no other way ; yet this is rough, 
And justice whispers 'tis unsaib to tread it. 
If to love her be sinful, what am I ! 
How dare I call his passion to the bar, 
And nourish it myself Why may not he, 
Who hath as bold a fortune, entertain 
As bold a love ; and in the fate of war 
Having outgone my service, why not then 
Present it to the selfsame altar "l But 
We cannot harbour both in the same port ; 
Or he or I am shipwreck'd: for the storm 
Is rais'd, aud, to appease i, death must be 
The sacrifice. 

Enter LERMA. 

VEL. My lord, here is the second. 
This stranger dares not meet with your great 
spirit. 
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Into this action. Nor can I repent 
Th' experience of this war. 
FLO. But, O great sir, 
Why did your majesty suffer this duel ? 
'Twas cruel and unkind. How easily 
This hand might have committed sacrilege ! 
The very thought whereof, like some pale vision, 
Congeals my blood. 
Asc. Search not that wound too deep. 
Florentio ! I shall blush--blush like some lady 
Surpris'd in sin--if you too far examine. 
FLO. Conceal it not, great sir, though in the 
speaking 
Poison steal through my ear. Be confident : 
Unveil your thoughts. 
Asc. You needs must hate me, then, 
And will have justice to throw off that duty 
You owe me as a subject. Let it be 
Unspoken still, though smotherin.u it be death. 
FLO. Good Heaven defend  What is an army 
of us 
Exposed to certain slaughter, if comlared 
To th' shortest moment that should serve your 
qtiet ? 
And shall I live, and see my sovereign wear 
A sorrow on his brow  
Asc. Florentio ! thou 
Art glorious in thy virtue. So was I, 
Till looking on the queen I grew o' th' sudden 
Darker than midnight. 
FLO. O my cruel fate ! [Aside.] 
Asc. I grew a thief, a most unrateful thief 
Iu my designs, and labour'd to have stole 
The jewel of thy life from thee ; a jewel 
Myself so freely had bestowed upon 
The merits of thy youth. 
FLO. My soul foresaw this. 
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Asc. How justly had I perish'd by thy sword 
How happy for my safety ! Then had I 
Been lost in my disise, or died, my crime 
Unknown unto the world. 1N'ow, if I live, 
I must wade through a sea of injuries, 
T' attain au unsafe haven. 

LWnter ?te QUEEN. 
FLO. Cheer yourself, 
Dread sir. Though, as I give the legacy, 
I breathe my last, yet will I show a heart 
Thankful to your great favours. Madam, here 
Behold the Sovereign of Castile. 
QUEEN. YOU have 
teen cruel in your kindness, sir, to keep 
So long .your sacred person hid trom us. 
FLO. He is your lover, madam, and deserves 
The title : whether you observe his youth, 
So beauteous nature doats upon her work, 
Or weigh his greatness, powerful to defend you 
Should fate and all mankind conspire your ruin. 
And add to that, he merits you, his sword 
Having restored your freedom, when poor I 
Was judg'd, like some old instrument of war, 
Unfit for service. All my interest 
I here resign to th' author of my fate; 
My love I cannot, which must still remain 
Companion to my life : but I'll take heed 
My wound appear not, though it inward bleed. 
Asc. I wait here, madam, and attend your 
sentence ; 
For 'tin my doom. 
QUEEN. I am that sad wretch, 
Stands trembling at the bar. I know your merit, 
And know a atitude, great as e'er was owing, 
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ACT V., SCENE 1. 
Enter DECASTRO and his Army. 
] EC. My fortune yet forsakes me not. 
something 
Whispers my soul that, flough a storm did cloud 
My morniug, I shall set the envy of 
My yet prevailing enemy. Had you, 
My fellow-soldiers, not been three hours' march 
From aiding us when the Castilian army 
Made the assault, we had given their fate 
check, 
And taught them how unsafe it is to court 
Dangers abroad. I must entreat your courage 
To suffer for some moments ; a short time 
Will bring us the queen's answer ; if she yieh| 
(As reason may persuade her), we shall spare 
Much loss of blood ; if not, your valour will 
Have liberty to show itself. Yet still 
Ilemember, that the city's forc'd t' obey 
A stranger ; it their votes they fight for us. 
Did no rnan see the Lord Ossuna since 
I)ttr fight i' th' monfing  
C,pw. He appear'd not, since 
We left the city to the enemy ; 
Vhieh hath bred jealousy, my lord, that he 
Chang'd with the presen fortune. 
DEC'. Doubt him no : 
He hath a heart devoted to the greatness 
And safety of his country. Well, he may 
Be lost i' th' number of he slain ; but fate 
Cannot ehforce him stoop beneath the vow 
lf rescuing Arragon from foreign arms. 

There's 
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And darted my faith thither, vowing to 
Forsake the flatter'd pomp and business of 
The faithless world, if I with safety might 
Attain the land. 
D.c. Was not I there, my lord ? 
Oss. You were. 
Dnc. And made not I the selfsame vow 
Oss. Heaven hath recorded that we both did 
vow 
O' th' sudden, night forsook us, and tile loud 
Unruly winds fled to their unknown dwellings ; 
qaen a soft breath 'gan whisper to our sails, 
A calm was to ensue. 
DEC. My memory 
Afflicts me much. But these are feeble vow.% 
Made only by our fears : we ought to have 
Our reason undismay'd, whene'er a promise 
Can force performance. 
Oss. I dispute it not-- 
Soon as I reach'd the shore, I courted on 
Those vanities which had my youth enamour'd, 
Yet still with some remorse. Honours betray',l 
me 
Into a glorious trouble, and I grew 
Proud of my burthen ; but if Heaven had been 
Severe to my delays in this diseas'd 
Surfeit of pomp, my soul might have been call'd 
T' her last account : and, O my lord, where then 
Had breach of vow been safe 
DEC. These are sad thoughts. 
Oss. But necessary. When the mornings loss 
:Made me search out a shape for flight, this habit 
Itself presented, and agMn redeem'd me 
And know, I am resolv'd ne'er to forsake it, 
Till in the vault my earth and it together 
Shall wear away to dust. 
DEC. My lord, you have 
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SOL. I reach not, my lord, 
The mysteries of princes ; but this' message 
,She charg'd me to return. 
DEC. The acts of princes 
Are govern'd often by as frail a passion 
As those are of the vulgar : the same rage 
That stirs two footmen to a fray, creates 
War between kingdoms ; but the zealous subject. 
Gazing athr on th' actions of the proud, 
Finds towers and lions in an empty cloud. 
But I'll obey her leisure. Watch you here 
Till you discover her advanc'd this way. 
[Exit DECASTRO. 

]'nter ASCANIO, FLORENTIO. 
FLO. Sir, you created me, and rais'd me up 
To th' state of duke, when I was common dust ; 
And, had not fortune given me interest 
I' th' favour of the queen, I had continued 
In the worst fate of man, ingratitude. 
Now I can boast I have restored you back 
A love rich as the bounty you shower'd on me : 
'Tis all the stock of my poor life. 
Asc. Sad fate ! 
That I must wound thee to the heart to cure 
My leprosy with thy blood. Florentio, search 
I' th' stock of women ; there's some other beauty. 
FLO. O, no ! no other. 
Asc. I'll endow her with 
The wealth of all Castile. 
FLO. Poor empty nothing ! 
Asc. If sovereignty be the idol of thy soul, 
I will divide my kingdom. Thou shalt reign 
As independent as myself. 
FLO. Great sir, 
Continue but your favour, and my sturs 
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CLE. Madam, I undertake him for a penance : 
Perhaps he was enjoin'd me. 
QUEEN. It was Love 
You went to shrift with then. And yet how that 
Young wanton Idleness should counsel you 
To this conversion, still is more my riddle. 
CLE. The court is full of wonders, madam ; and 
'Tis handsome to do things extravagant. 
QUEEN. But how, in th' heat of war, your 
thoughts should be 
So apt for Love's impression  
CLE. Love will dance 
As nimbly to the trumpet, fife, or drum, 
As to those many violins which play 
So loud at court. Moreover, it concern'd 
My safety ; I so straitly was besiegd, 
And by so strong a Cesar. 
QUEEN. 0 my lord ! 
I am informed with how fierce a spirit 
You do assault our ladiea 
SA'. Pray, your mercy ! 
And if your majesty will please to banish 
The art of making love quite from the court, 
I'll not be out of fashion. 
QtrEEN. For your sake 
I will contrive it so : and, good my lord, 
Will you begin th' example, you will see 
How soon the fine young lords will follow you.-- 
Your pardon, sir ; had I but seen your highness, 
I had not lost so much of language from 
A most expressive gratitude. 
Asc. :Madam, you pay a trivial debt with too 
great interest ; 
For how contemn'd a slightness was my life 
Until employ'd to serve you ? 
FLO. She glanced this way, 
And love's artillery played from her eye. 
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Or title weighs not in your love. Florentio, 
I will no longer rack you : though the queen 
Be th' only fire e'er warm'd this heart, and I 
Despair ever to love again, I will 
Disdain to be unjust. I will not be 
O'ercome in friendship : reassume thy right. 
FLO. Sir, you undo me. In your injury 
I was less wretched : like a bankrupt now, 
Without all hope of payment, I must owe. 
Asc. Th' ambition of my service, and dismise, 
Was to advance your fortune, madam ; nor 
Can I attempt you farther, though the conquest 
Would wreathe my temples with a prouder laurel 
Than the addition of the world unto 
My sceptre. Be safe in your choice, and happy. 
QUEEN. This goodness grows even to a miracle. 
In his behalf, sir, I must vow myself 
A subject, and your servant. 
Asc. O, command ; 
For I have nothing, madam, but obedience. 
My kingdom shall be proud to share with yours 
In danger, and I'll glory to be styled 
Your soldier. 
FLO. I am lost in wonder ! Sir, 
I know not how to entertain this blessing : 
I fear my joys will be my ruin. 
DEC. Be both happy; 
And may time never father that black moment, 
Which shall appear to you less fortunate ! 
Asc. Join then your hands for ever. He cloth 
live 
Mighty indeed, who hath power and will to give. 
[Exeunt. 
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WE have nothing left us but our blushes now 
For your much penance ; and though we allov 
Our fears no comfort, since you must appear 
Judges corrupt, if not to us severe : 
Yet in your majesty we hope to find 
A mercy, and in that our pardon sign'd. 
And how can we despair you will ibrgive 
Them who would please, when oft offenders live ? 
And if we have err'd, may not the courteous say. 
'Twas not their trade, and but the Author's play . 

THE EPILOGUE AT THE FRIARS. 

WHAT shall the Author do ? It madness were 
To entreat a mercy from you, who are severe 
Stern judges, and a pardon never give ; 
For only merit with you makes things live. 
He leaves you therefore to yourselves, and may 
You gently 'quit, or else condemn, the play, 
As in an ulright conscience you'll think fit : 
Your sentence is the life and death of wit. 
The Author yet hath Olle safe plea, that though 
A Middlesex jury on his play should go, 
They cannot find the murder wilful, since 
'Twas acted by command in his own defence. 
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ACT I., SCENE I. 

Fnter LIONEL and I:)ETRUCIO. 

LIO. l'ow, sir, let me bid you welcome to your 
country and the longing e.xpectation of those 
friends that have almost languished for the sight 
of you. [Aside.] I must flatter him, and stroke 
lfim too ; he will give no milk else. 
PEa'. I have calculated by all the rules of reason 
and art that I shall be a great man ; for what 
sindar quality concurs to perfection and advance- 
ment that is defective in me ? Take my feature 
and proportion ; have they not a kind of sweet- 
ness and harmony, to attract the eyes of the be- 
holders ? the confirmation of which many authen- 
tical judgments of ladies have sealed and subscribed 
to. 
LIo. How do you, sir ? are you not well ? 
PET. Next, my behaviour and discourse, accord- 
ing to the court-garb, ceremonious enough, more pro- 

1 Mr Samuel Gale told Dr Ducarel that this comedy was 
acted two nights in 1718, immediately after the revival 
the Society of Antiquaries, and that therein had been 
introduced a ticket o a turnpike (then new), which was 
alled a Tessera.--1Vott. 
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embassador. How bravely shall I behave myself 
in that service ! and what an ornament unto my 
country may I arrive to be, and to my kindred ! 
]3ut I will lday the gentleman, and neglect them ; 
that's the first thing l'll study. 
LIo. Shall I be bold to interrupt you, sir  
PET. Presently I'll be at leisure to talk with 
you: 'tis no small point in state policy still to 
pretend only to be thought a man of action, and 
rather than want a colour, be busied with a man's 
own self. 
LIo. Who does this ass speak to ? surely to him- 
self: and 'tis impossible he should ever be wise 
that has always slch a foolish auditory. [Asi(le. 
PET. Then, with what emulous courtship will 
they strive to entertain me in foreign parts ; and 
what a spectacle of admiration shall [ he made 
amongst those who have formerly known me ! How 
dost thou like my carriage ? 
LIo. Most exquisite, believe me. 
PE. But is it adorned with that even mixture 
of fluency and grace as are required both in a 
statist and a courtier   
Lo. So far as the divine prospect of my under- 
standing guides me, 'tis without parallel most 
excellent; but I am no professed critic in the 
mystery. 
PET. $ell, thou hast Linceus' eyes for observa- 
tion, or could'st ne'er have made such a cunning 
discovery of my practice. But will the ladies, 

 A statist is a statesman. So in Ben Jonson's" Cynthia's 
Reels," act ii. sc. 3: "Next is you" statlst's face, a 
serious, solemn, and supercilious face, full of formal and 
square gravity." 
And in "The Maguetick Lady," by the same, act i. sc. " 
" te 
ill screw ou out  secret from  lu;t. " 
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think you, have that apprehension to discern and 
approve of me ? 
LIO. Without question ; they cannot be so dull or 
stony-hearted as not to be infinitely taken with 
your worth. Why, in a while, you shall have them 
so enamoured that they'll watch every opportunity 
to purchase your acquaintance; then again revive it 
with often banqueting and visits ; nay, and per- 
haps invite others, by their foolish example, to do 
the like ; and some, that despair of so great happi- 
ness, will inquire out your haunts, and walk there 
two or three hours together, to get but a sight of 
you. 
PET. 0 infinite! I am transported with the 
thought on't ! It draws near noon, and I appointed 
certain gallants to meet me at the five-crown or- 
dinary : after, we are to wait upon the like beauties 
you talked of to the public theatre. I feel of late 
a strong and witty genius growing upon me, and 
I begin, I know not how, to be in love with this 
foolish sin of poetry. 
Llo. Are you, sir  there's great hopes of you. 
PET. And the reason is, because they say 'tis 
both the cause and effect of a good wit, to which I 
can sufficiently pretend : for ,Nature has not played 
the stepdame with me. 
Lm. In good time, sir. 
PIT. And now you talk of time, what time ,f 
day is it by your watch  
Lm. I have none, sir. 
PIT. How, ne'er a watch ? O. monstrous ! how 
do you consume your hours ? .Ne'er a watch ! 'tis 
the oTeatest solecism in society that e'er I heard 
of : ne'er a watch ! 
Lo. How deeply you conceive of it ! 
PET. You have not a gentleman, that's a true 
gentleman, without one ; 'tis the main appendix 
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to a plush lining : besides, it helps much to dis- 
course; for while others confer notes together, we 
confer our watches, and spend good part of the day 
with talking of it. 
LIo. Well, sir, because I'll be no longer desti- 
tute of such a necessary implement, I have a suit 
to you. 
PET. A suit to me? Let it alone till I area 
great man, and then [aside] I shall answer you 
with the greater promise and less performance. 
Lto. I hope, sir, you have that confidence 1 
will ask nothing to your prejudice, but what shall 
some way recompense the deed. 
PET. What is't ? Be brief: I am in that p,Ant 
a courtier. 
LIo. Usurp, then, on the proffer'd means ; 
Show yourself forvard in an action 
May speak you noble, and make me your friend. 
PET. A friend ! what's that  I know no such 
thing. 
LIo. A faithful, not a ceremonious friend ; 
But one that will stick by you on occasions, 
And vindicate your credit, were it sunk 
Below all scorn, and interpose his life 
Betwixt you and all dangers : such a friend 
That, when he sees you carried by your passion 
Headlong into destruction, will so tbllow you 
That he will guide you from't, and with good 
counsel 
Redeem you from ill courses ; and, not flattering 
Your idle humour to a vain expense, 
Cares not to see you perish, so he may 
Sustain himself awhile, and raise a fortune. 
Though mean, out of your ruins, and then laugh 
at you. 
PET. Why, be there any such friends as these ? 
LIO. A world : 
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They walk like spirits, not to be discern'd ; 
Subtle and soft like air ; have oily balm 
Swimming o'er their words and actions ; 
But below it a flood of gall. 
PET. Well, to the purpose: speak to the pur- 
pose. 
LIo. If I stand link'd unto you, 
The Gordian knot was less dissoluble, 
A rock less firm, or centre movable. 
PET. Speak your demand. 
LIO. Do it, and do it freely, then ; lend me a 
hundred ducats. 
PET. How is that ? lend you a hunch'ed ducats ! 
Not a--I'll never have a friend while I breathe 
first : no, I'll stand npon my guard ; I ve all the 
world leave to whet their wits against me, work 
like moles to undermine me, yet I'll spurn all their 
deceits like a hillock. I tell thee I'll not buy the 
small repentance of a friend or whore at the rate 
of a livre. 
LIo. What's this  I dare not 
Trust my own ears, silence choke up my anger. 
A friend and whore ! are they two parallels, 
Or to be nam'd together ? ]Iay he never 
Have better friend that "knows no better how 
To value them. Well, I was ever jealous 1 
Of his baseness, and now my fears are ended. 
Pox o' these travels! they do but corrupt 
A good nature, and his was bad enough before. 

Enter ANGELIA. 

PET. What pretty sparkle of humanity have we 
here  Whose attendant are you, my little knave 
ANG. I wait, sir, on Master Lionel. 

[Suspicious.] 
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I know not. If I wist he were not precise, 
I'd lay to purchase some stale interludes, 
And give him them; books that have not attain'd 
To the Platonic year, but wait their course 
And hal,l,y hour, to be reviv'd again : 
Then wouhl I induce hila to believe they were 
Some of Terence's hundred and fifty comedies, 
That were lost in the Adriatic sea, 
When he return'd from banishment. Some such 
Gullery as this might be enforced upon him. 
I'll first talk with his man, and then consider. 
[Exit. 

Enter LORENZO, GASPARO, MOCINIGO, and 
ANGELIA. 

LoR. How happ'd you did return again so soon, 
sir  
GAS. I'll tell you, sir. As I follow'd my son 
From the Rialto, near unto the bridge, 
We were encounter'd by a sort  of gallants, 
Sons of clarissimos and procurators, 
That knew him in his travels : whereupon 
tie did insinuate with his eyes unto me, 
I should depart and leave them. 
Lot,. Seems he was asham'd of your company  
GAS. Like will to like, sir. 
LOR. What grave and youthful gentleman's that 
with you ? 
GAS. Do you not know him ? 
LOR. 
GAS. ot Signior Mocinigo  
LOR. You jest, I am sure. 
GAS. Ay, and there hangs a jest : 

company. 
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By computation of age he cannot 
Live past ten years; by that time she'll get 
strength 
To break this rotten hedge of matrimony 
And after have a fair gq'een field to walk in, 
And wnnton, where she please. [Aside.] Signior, 
a word : 
And by this guess my love. I have a daughter 
(If beauty fresh, of her demeanour gentle, 
And of a sober wisdom : you know my estate. 
If you can fancy her, seek no further. 
Moc. Thank you, signior : pray, of what age 
Is your daughter  
LOR. But sixteen at the most. 
Moc. But sixteen! Is she no more? She is 
too young, then. 
G.s. You wish'd for a young one, did you not ? 
Moc. Not that I would have her in years. 
GAs. I warrant you ! 
]Ioc. Well, mark what I say : when I come to 
her, 
She'll ne'er be able to endure me. 
Lo. I'll trust her. 
GAS. I think your choice, sir, cannot be 
amended, 
She is so virtuous and so amiable. 
Moc. Is she so fair and amiable ? I'll have her. 
She may grow up to what she wants ; and then 
I shall enjoy such pleasure and delight, 
Such infinite content in her embraces, 
I may contend with love fur happiness ! 
Yet one thing troubles me. 
GAS. What's that ? 
Moc. I shM1 live so well on earth, 
I ne'er shall think of any other joys. 
GAs. I wish all joy to you; but 'tis in th' power 
Of fate to work  miracle upon you. 
VOL. XIIL o E 
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ACT II., SCENE 1. 

Enter fl.URELIO and IUSICIANS. 

AUR. This is the window. Now, my noble 
Orpheus, 
As thou affect'st the name of rarity, 
Strike with the soul of music, that the sound 
May bear my love on his bedewed wing, 
To charm her ear : as when a sacrifice 
With his perfumed steam flies up to heaven 
Into Jove's nostrils, and there throws a mist 
On his enraged brow. O, how my fancy 
Labours with the success ! [,Sbg above. 

nter LUCRETIA. 
Luc. Cease your fool's note there ; I am uot in 
tune 
To dance after your fiddle. Who are you  
What saucy groom, that dares so near'intrude, 
And with offensive noise grate on my ears ? 
Av,. Wlmt more than earthly light breaks 
through that window ? 
Brighter than all the glittering train of nymphs 
That wait on Cynthia, when she takes her progress 
In pursuit of the swift enchased deer 
O-er the Cretau or Athenian hills ; 
Or when, attended with those lesser stars, 
She treads the azure circle of the heavens. 
Lye. tteyday, this is excellent ! What voice is 
that ? 
O, is it you ? I cr 3" you mercy, sir : 
I thought as much ; these are your tricks still with 
You ha'e been sotting on't all n]ght with wine, 
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To hide it from the world ! methinks I could 
Envy the very sun for gazing on you ! 
Luc. I wonder that a felhw of no worth 
Should talk thus liberally : be so impudent, 
After so many slightings and abuses 
Extorted from me beyond modesty, 
To press upon me still. Have not I told you 
]Iy mind iu words, plain to be understood, 
How much I hate you ? Can I not enjoy 
The freedom of my chamber, t, ut you must 
Stand in my prospect ? If you please, I will 
tlesign up all, and leave you possession. 
What can I suffer or expect more oTievous 
From the enforcement of an enemy ? 
At-r.. Do not insult upon my sufferings. 
I had well hop'd I shouhl receive some comfort 
From the sweet influence of your words or looks ; 
:But now must fly, and vanish like a cloud, 
Chas'd with the wind into the colder regions, 
Where sad despair sits ever languishing ; 
There will I calculate my injuries, 
Summ'd up with my deserts: then shall I find 
How you are wanting to all good and pit3", 
And that you do but juggle with our sense ; 
That you alTear gentle and smooth as water 
When no wind breathes on it, but indeed 
Are far more hard than rocks of adalnaut : 
That you are more inconstant than your mistress, 
Fortune, that guides you ; that your promises 
Are all deceitful ; and that wanton Love, 
Whom former ages, flattering their vice, 
And to procure more freedom for their sin, 
Have term'd a god, laughs at your perjuries. 
LtTc. You will do this? Why, do so. Ease 
your mind, 
So I be free from you. There's no such torment 
As to be troubled with an insolent lover 
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Then but my labouring fancy dream of you, 
I'll start, aft'righted at the vision. 
Lvc. 'Las ! how pitifully it takes it to heart ! 
It would be angry too, if it knew how. 
AVR. Come near me none of you : if I hear 
The sound of your approach, I'll stop my ears ; 
Nay, I'll be angry, if i shall imagine 
That any of you think of me : and, for thy sake, 
If I but see the picture of a woman, 
I'll hide my face and break it. So farewell. 
[Exit LUCRETIA. 

Enter LORENZO, ][OCINIC30, and AXGELIA. 
LOR. What are you, friend, and what's your 
business ? 
AVR. Whate'er it be, now 'tis despatch'd. 
LoR. This is rudeness. 
AUR. The fitter for the place and persons then. 
LOP,. How's that ? 
AuR. You are a nest of savages : the house 
Is more inhospitable than the quicksands : 
Your daughter sits on that enchanted bay 
Like a siren  to entice passengers, 
Who, viewing her through a fa|se perspective. 
Teglect the better traffic of their life ; 
But yet, the more they labour to come near her, 
The further she flies back ; until at last, 
When she has brought them to some rock or 
shelf, 
She proudly looks down on the wreck of lovers. 
LOR. Why, who has injuffd you ? 
AUR. qo matter who: 
I'll first talk with a sphinx, ere [I'll] converse with 
you. 

[Old copy, A s/ten like.] 
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'twere in iniquity, there were some reverence to be 
had of him. 
PET. Why, sir, though he be a young knave, as 
you term him, yet he is your kinsmau, and ia 
|istress too. 
AIT. Why, sir, and you know again, that 'tis 
an old custom {which thing I will no way trans- 
gress) for a rich man not to look upon any as his 
kinsman in distress. 
PET. 'Tis an ill custom, sir, and 'twere good 
'twere repealed. 
ANT. I have something else to look after. Have 
yot disposed of those relics, as I bad you ? 
PET. 'es, sir. 
ANT. Well, thou dost not know the estimatio 
of what thou hast in keeping. The whole Imlies, 
seeing they are but newly discovered, are not to 
be valued with them : the very dust that cleaves 
to one of those monuments is more worth than the 
oe of twenty mines ! 
PET. Yet, by your fvour, sir, of what use can 
they be to you ? 
ANT. What use! Did not the Signiory build 
a state-chamber for antiquities ? and 'tis the best 
thing that e'er they did : they are the registers, 
the chronicles, of the age they were made in, and 
speak the truth of history better than a hundred 
.f your printed commentaries. 
'zw. Yet few are of your belief. 
ANT. There's a box of coins within, most of 
them brass, yet each of them a jewel, miraculously 
preserved i spite of time or envy ; and are of that 
r,rity and excellence that saints may go a pit- 
grimage to them, and not be ashamed. 
FE'r. Yet, I say still, what good can they do to 
you, more than to look on ? 
ANT. What good, thou brute ! And thou weft 
"VOL. XIII. 2 F 
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There's an affront, call him to an account ; Pedeem 
your mistress's favour, Present her with such a 
gift, Wait her at such a place--none of these 
vanities. 
LIo. You are happy, sir. 

mter DUKE, PETRO, and LEONARDO. 

PET. Come, gentles, follow me, I'll bring you to 
them : look you where they are ! 
DUKE. Sigaior Lionel, I havetraced much ground 
to inquire for you. 
LIo. I rest engaged to you for your last night's 
love, sir. 
DUKE. And I for your good compaay. Did 
you ever see such a blind ruinous tippling-house 
as we made shift to find out ? 
LEO. Ay, and the people were as wretched in it : 
xvhat a mist of tobacco flew amongst them ! 
LIo. Ad what a deluge of rheum ! 
PET. If the house be so old as you speak of, 
'twere good you brotght my master into it, and 
then threw't atop of him ; he would never desire 
to be better buried. 
DUKE. Well said, Petro. 
LIo. Sir, if it be no trouble to you, I would 
entreat you know my worthy friend here. 
DUKE. You shall make me happy in any worthy 
acquaintance. 
PET. Well, Signior Lionel, you are beholden to 
these gentlemen for their good words unto your 
uncle for you: they spoke in your behalf as 
earnestly as e'er did lawyer for his client. 
LIo. And what was the issue ? 
PET. He is hide-bound: he will part with 
nothing. There is an old rivelled purse hangs at 
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lds side, has not been loosed these twenty years, 
and, I think, will so continue. 
Lto. Why, will his charity stretch to nothing, 

Petro ? 
1)ET. 
LIO. 
:PET. 
and if 
groat) 
Lo. 

Yes, he has sent you something. 
What is't ? 
A piece of antiquity, sir ; 'tis English coin ; 
you will needs know, 'tis an old Harry 

Thank him heartily. 
PET. And 'tis the first, he says, that e'er was 
made of them; and, in his esteem, is worth three 
double ducats newly stamped. 
LIO. His folly may put what price he please 
upon it, but to me 'tis no more than the value, 
Petro. 
PET. He says, moreover, that it may stand you 
in some use and pleasure hereafter, when you grow 
ancient ; for it is worn so thin with often handling, 
it may serve you for a spectacle. 
Lo. Very well. 
DUKE. 'Twere a good deed to conspire against 
him ; he has a humour easy to be wrought on, and 
if you'll undertake him, we'll assist you in the per- 
formance. 
Lto. With all my heart, gentlemen, and I thank 
you. 
DUKF_. Let us defer it no longer then, but 
instantly about it. 
Lto. A match ! Lead on ; good wit and fortune 
guide us. [Exeuit. 

 The groats coined in the reign of Henry X'III. are 
distinguished by different names ; as, the old llarry groat, 
the gun-hole groat, the first and second gnn-stone groat, &c. 
The old Itarry groat is that which has the head of the king, 
with a long face and long hair. See Hewit's "Treatise on 
bloins, Coins, &c.," 1775, p. 69. 



hardly be done. What will this age come to ? 
Where be those stirring humours that were wont 
to trouble the world ? Peace, I think, will o'er- 
spread them all like a gangrene, and men will die 
with a lethargy; there's no malice extant, no 
jealousies, no employment to set wickedness awork ! 
tis never a dead time with me but when there's 
nohody to kill. 
BoY. That's a miserable extremity indeed, sir. 
Bm&vo. Leave me, boy, to my meditations. 
[Exit BoY. 
Hnter 3IOCINIGO. 

Well, go thy ways, old Nick Machiavel, there will 
never be the peer of thee for wholesome policy 
and good counsel. Thou took'st pains to chalk 
men out the dark paths and hidden plots of murther 
and deceit, and no man has the grace to follow 
thee; the age is unthankful, thy principles are 
quite forsaken and worn out of memory. 
Moc. There's a fellow alks melancholy, and 
that's commonly a passion apt to entertain any 
mischief; discontent and honesty seldom harbour 
together. How scurvily he looks, like one of the 
devil's factors ! I'll tempt him. By your leave, sir. 
}3R.VO. Ha ! 
Mtge. No hurt, good sir; be not so furious, I 
beseech you. 
BtAvo. What are you ? 
Moc. I am bold to disturb you, and would fain 
communicate a business, if you had the patience 
to he me. 
Bmvo. Speak, what is't ? 
Moc. You seem a man upon whom fortune, per- 
haps., has not cast so favourable an aspect as you 
deserve. 
Bmvo. Can you win her to look better  
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BRAVO..A warrantable cause ! show me the man, 
and 'tis enough. 
]Ioc. And what must I give you ? 
BRAVO. At a word, thirty livres : I'll not bate 
you a betso.  
]Ioc. I'll give you twenty. 
BRAVO. You bid like a chapman. Well, 'tis a 
hard time ; in hope of your custom hereafter, I'll 
take your noney. 
][oc. There 'tis. Now for the means ; how Call 
you compass it ? Were you not best poison him, 
think you  
BRAVO. With a bullet or stiletto. Poison him ! 
I scorn to do things so poorly; no, I'll use valour 
in my villany, or l'll do nothing. 
Moc. You speak honourably : and, now I think 
on't, what if you beat him well-tvouredly, and 
spare his life  
BRAVO. Beat him ! stay there ; I'll kill him for 
this sum, but I'll not beat him for thrice the value ; 
so he might do as much for me: no, I'll leave hint 
impotent for all thought of revenge. 

Enter LUCRETIA. 

loc. Well. sir, use your pleasure. Look you, 
here's the gentlewoman for whose sake it is done. 
Lady, you are come most opportunely to be a 
witness of my love and zeal to you ; he is the man 
that will do the feat. 
Luc. What feat . 
2Ioc. That you and I consulted of ; kill the 
rascal Aurelio, take him out of the way: what 

 A coin of the least value of any current in Venice ; it 
was 'oh no more than half a sol, that is, near a farthing. 
See Coriat's "Crudities," 1611, p. 286. 
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Ltrc. Walk then in with me, 
And then I will acquaint you with the project. 
[ ExeuM. 
Enter DUKE, LIONEL, a LEONARDO, PETUCIO 
followig. 
DraKE. I see him coming : let's fall into admira- 
tion of his good parts, that he may over-hear his 
own praise. 
LIO. I have, methinks, a longing desire to meet 
with Signior Petrueio. 
PET. I hear myself named amongst them. 'Tis 
no point of civility to listen what opinion the world 
holds of me, I shall conceive it by their discourse : 
a man behind his back shall be sure to have nothing 
but truth spoke of him. [Aside.] 
LEO. Pray, sir, when saw you that thrice noble 
and accomplished gentleman Petrucio ? 
PIT. Thrice noble and accomplish'd! there's a 
new style thrust upon me. [Aside.] 
DUKE. It pleased the indulgency of my fate to 
bless me with his company this morning, where he 
himself was no less t'avourable to grace me with 
the perusal of a madrigal or an essay of beauty, 
which he had then newly compos'd. 
LIO. Well, gallants, either my understanding 
misinforms me, or he is one of the most rare and 
noble-qualified pieces of gentility, that ever did 
enrich our climate. 
Lao. Believe it, sir, 'twere a kind of profanation 
to make doubt of the contrary. 
PET. How happy am I in such acquaintance! 
A man shall have his due, when your meaner 
society has neither judgment to discern worth, nor 
credit to commend it. [Aside.] 
DUKE. 'Twas mv happiness, th" other day, to be 
in the presence wih certain ladies, where I heard 



LIo. We shall be glad to have dependence on 
you. 
PET. Gentles, I would intreat you a courtesy. 
DUKE. What's that, signior ? 
PET. That you would be all pleas'd to grace my 
lodging to-morrow at a banquet: there will be 
ladies and gallants ; and among the rest, I'll send 
to invite your uncle the Antiquary ; and we'll be 
very merry, I assure you. 
LEO. Well, sir, your bounty commands us not 
to fail you. 
PET. Bounty! there's a memorandum for me. 
[tVrites in Ms note-boo'.] In the meantime, pray 
accept these few favours at my hands, 1 as assur- 
ances that you will not fail me; till when, I take 
my leave. [Exit. 
LIo. Farewell, sir. Go thy ways ; thou hast as 
dull a piece of scalp as ere covered the brain of 
any traveller. [.4 side.] 
DUKE. For love's sake, Lionel, let's haste to thy 
uncle, before the coxcomb prevent us. 
LIo. Why, sir, I stay for you. 
LEO. Has Petro prepar'd him for your entrance, 
and is your disguise fit  
Lm. I have all in readiness. 
DUKE. On then, and when you are warm in your 
discourse, we'll come with our device to affright 
him : 'twill be an excellent scene of affliction. 
LEo. Be sure you mark your cue, sir, and do not 
fail to approach. 
DUKE. Trust to my care, I warrant you. 
[ Exennt. 

 [He probably distributes among them some of his MSS. 
verses. ] 
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served every nod you east forth, had the patience 
to hear your discourse, and admired you, when you 
talked of your visits, of the court, of councils, of 
nobility, and of your ancestors. 
Luc. And were not these pleasing to you ? 
Arm Nothing but a heap of tortures : but since 
I have learned the Delphic Oracle, to l'now m.qself, 
and ponder what a deal of mischief you work, I am 
content to live private and solitary, without any 
pensive thought what you do, or what shall become 
of you. 
Lye. Sir, if you calculate all occasions, I have 
not merited this neglect from you. 
A[Ta. Yes, and more. Do you not remember 
what tasks you were wont to put me to, and ex- 
penses ? when I bestowed on you gowns and petti- 
coats, and you in exchange gave me bracelets and 
shoe-ties ? how you fooled me sometimes, and set 
me to pin plaits in your ruff, two hours together, 
and made a waiting frippery of me ? how you 
racked m" brain to compose verses for youa 
thing I cohl never abide ? Nay, in my conscience, 
and I had not took courage, you had brought me 
to spin, and beat me with your slippers. 
Lvc. Well, sir, I perceive you are resolved 
hear no reason; but, before my sorrowful 
parture, know she that you slight is the preserver 
of your life ; therefore I dare be bold to call you 
ingrate, and iu that I have spoke all that can be 
ill in man.  
Aue.. Pray, stay ; come back a little. 
Lye. Not till you are better-tempered. What 
I have revealed is true ; and though you prove un- 
thankful, good deeds reward themselves : the con- 

 Alluding to the ancient aphorism, Itgratus si dixeqs, 
om nia dixeris. 



DUKE. I am sorry to be made the unkiml in- 
strument to wrong you ; but since 'tis a task im- 
posed from so oTeat a command, I hope you will 
the easier be induced to dispense with me. 
ANT. Come nearer to your aim: I understand 
you not. 
DraKE. Then thus, sir: the duke has been 
informed of your rarities; and holding them an 
unfit treasure for a private man to possess, he 
hath sent his mandamus to take them from you. 
See, here's his hand for the delivery. 
AT. O, 0 ! 
LEO. What ails you, sir ? 
AnT. I am struck with a sudden sickness: somv 
good man help to keep my soul in, that is rushing 
from me, and will by no means be entreated to 
continue ! 
LIe. Pray, sir, be comforted. 
AT. Comfort! no, I despise it: he has given 
me daggers to my heart ! 
LEo. Show yourself a man, sir, and contemn 
the worst of fortune. 
AT. Good sir, could not you have invented a 
less studied way of torture to take away my 
life ; 
DUKE. I hope 'twill not work so deeply with 
yOU. 
AT. :Nay, and 'twould stop there, 'twere well; 
but 'tis a punishment will follow me after death, 
and afflict me worse than a fury. 
LEo. I much pity the gentleman's case. 
AT. Think what 'tis to lose a son when you 
have brotght him up, or, after a seven years' 
voyage, to see your ship sink in the harbour ! 
DUKE. 'Twere a woeful spectacle, indeed ! 
A:T. They are but tickling to this : I have heen 
all my life a-gathering what I must now loe in a 
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Were lent, to be employ'd upon their like ; 
And when they both do meet, and are extin- 
guish'd, 
From their mix'd heat a rich perfume shall rise, 
And burn, to love a grateful sacrifice. 
Ao. But I'll not be so prodigal to lavish 
Such gifts away, that be irrevocable 
And yet the first that leave us. 
zEII. 'Twill be ne'er exacted, 
How soon you have bestow'd them, but how well 
What good or profit can a hidden treasure 1 
Do more than feed the miser's greedy eye, 
When, if 'twere well bestow'd, it might enrich 
The owner and the user of it ? Such 
Is youth and nature's bounty, that receive 
A gain from the expense ; but, were there none 
But a mere damage, yet the pleasure of it 
And the delight would recompense the loss. 
Ao. Whate'er the pleasure be or the delight, 
I am too young, not plum'd for such a flight. 
Aii.L Too young  a poor excuse! alas, your 
will 
Is weaker than your porer. No one can be 
Too young to learn good acts ; and, Ior my part, 
I am not taken with a boisterous sinew, 
A brawny limb or back of Hercules, 
But with  soft delicious beauty ; such 
As people, looking on his doubtful sex, 
Might think him male or female. 
A. I cannot blame 
These just Italians, to lock up their wives, 
That are so free and dissolute : they labour 
Not with heir country's heat more than their 
own. 
Will you be satisfied ? I am too young. 

 See Milton's "Comus," 1. 739, &c. 
VOL. XIII. 2 H 
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MI. Too young ! I like you the better. There 
is a price 
Due to the early cherry : the first apples 
Deserve more grace : the budding rose is set by ; 
But, stale and fully-blown, is left for vulgars 
To rub their sweat), fingers on. Too young ! 
As well you may affirm the tender tree 
Too young to graft upon ; or you may say, 
The rising sun's too young to court the day. 
A.XG. But there are bonds Hymen has laid upon 
you, 
Keep us asunder. 
EI. Those are only toys, 
Shadows, mere apparitions of doubt 
To affright children. Do but yield unto me, 
My arms shall be thy sphere to wander in, 
Circled about with spells to charm these fears ; 
And when thou sleep'st, Cupid shall crown thy 
slumbers  
With thousand shapes of lustful dalliance : 
Then will I bathe thee in ambrosia, 
And from my lips distil such nectar on thee, 
Shall make thy flesh immortal. 

Fnter LORENZO. 

LOR. How now, wife, is this your exercise ! 
Wife, did I say  Stain of my blood and issue, 
The great antipathy unto my nature, 
Courting your paramour ! Death to my honour ! 
What have I seen and heard  Curse of my fate ! 
Would I had first been deaf, or thon struck dumb, 

 So in "King Henry IV., Part I."--- 
,' And on thine eye-lids crown the god of sleep." 
--8teeveas. [The whole passage seems to be imitated from 
one in " Venas and Adorns."] 
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2EMI. O siaior Lionel, you have undone me. 
LIo. Who, I ! Which way  
2Em. The boy you brought my husband. 
L[o. Ay, what of him ? 
2Em. He is a witch, a thief, 
That has stol'n all my honours. His smooth 
visage 
Seem'd like a sea becalm'd or a safe harbour, 
Where love might ride securely, but was found 
A dangerous quick-sand, wherein are perish'd 
My hopes and fortunes, by no art or engine 
To be weigh'd up again. 
LIo. Instruct me how ? 
2ExI. Teach me the way then, that I may relate 
My own ill story with as great a boldness 
As I did first conceive, and after act it. 
What wicked error led my wand'ring thoughts 
To gaze on his false beauty, that has prov'd 
'[he fatal minute of my mind's first ruin ? 
Shall I be brief 
Lm. What else ? 
2E.tI. How can I speak, 
Or plead with hope, that have so bad a cause ! 
Lo. You torture me too much : the fear of evil 
Is worse than the event. 
2E. Then, though my heart 
Abhor the memory, l'll tell it out.- 
The boy I mentioned (whatever power 
Did lay on me so sad a punishment) 
I did behohl him with a lustful eye, 
And, which is the perfection of sin, 
Did woo him to my will. 
Lo. Well, what of that ? 
You are not the first offender in that kind. 
2Ex. hIy suit no sooner ended, but came in 
My jealous husband. 
Lo. That was something indeed ! 
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before him. I have already acquainted him with 
both your worths, and for aught I can gather by 
his speech, he intends to do you some extraordinary 
honours: it may be, he will make one a senator, 
because of his age: and on the other, bestow his 
daughter or niece in marriage. There's some such 
thing hatching, I assure you. 
Pr. Very likely, I imagined as much: that 
last shall be my lot; I knew some such destiny 
would befall me. [Aside.] Sha|l we he jovial upon 
this news, and thrust all sadness out of doors ? 
LEO. For our parts, Vitellius was never so 
voluptuous : all our discourse shall run wit to the 
last. 
Dt:E. Our mirth shall be the quintessence of 
l'leasure, 
And our delight flow with that harmony, 
Th' ambitious spheres shall to the centre shrink, 
To hear our music ; such ravishing accents, 
As are from poets in their fury hurl'd, 
When their outrageous raptures fill the world. 
PET. There spoke my genius ! [Aside.] 
AT. h'ow you talk of music, have you e'er a 
one that can play us an old lesson, or sing us an 
old song  
PF.T. An old lesson! yes, 'he shall play 
.Beginning qf the World ;  and for a song, he shall 
sing one that was made to the moving of the orbs, 
when they were first set in tune. 
ANT. uch a one wouhl I hear. 
t)ET. Walk in then, and it shall not be long, 
before I satisiy your desires. [Exeunt. 

t [Or Sellenger's Bound. See ChappeXs "Popular Music," 
pp. 69, 70.] 
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of this, trow? Who has thus transformed me, I 
wonder? I was awake, am I not asleep still? 
Why, Petro, you rogue: sure, I have drank of 
Circe's cup, and that has turn'd me to this shape 
of a fool : and I had drank a little lnger, I had 
been changed into an ass. Why, Petro, I say, I 
will not rest calling, till thou comest.-- 

Eiter PETRO in aoomads clotles. 

Heyday, what more transmigrations of fi,rms '. I 
think Pythagoras has been amongst us. Hcw 
came you thus accoutred, sirrah ? 
PET. Why, sir, the wenches made me drunk, 
and dressed me, as you see. 
ANT. A merry worhl the while ! My hc, v and 
I make one hermaphrodite, and now, next Mid- 
summer.ale, l I may serve for a fool, and lie tbr a 
Maid-Marian. 

1 Rustic meetings of festivity, at particular seasons, were 
formerly called ales ; as Church-ale, Whitsun-ale, Bride-ale, 
Midsummer-ale, &c. Carew, in his " Survey of Cornwall," 
edition 1769, p. 68, gives the following account of the 
Church-ale ; with which, it is most likely, the other. 
agreed :--" For the church-ale, two young men of the parish 
are yerely chosen by their last foregoers, to be wardens; 
who, dividing the tak, make collection among the pari.hion- 
ers, of whatsoever provision it pleaseth them voluntarily to 
bestow. This they imploy in brewing, baking, and other 
acates, against Whitsontide; upon which holydayes the 
neighbours meet at the church-house, and there merily 
feede on their owne victuals, contributing some petty por- 
tion to the sock ; which hy many smalls, groweth to a 
meetly greatnes ; for there is entertayned a kinde of emula- 
tion betweene these wardens, who by his graciousnes iu 
gathering, atd good husbandry in expending, can best ad- 
vance the churches profit Besides, the neighbour parishes 
at those times lovingly visit one another, and this way 
frankely spend their money together. The afternoones are 
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well done ; I am loth to importune her too rout-h, 
for fear of a repulse. 
,EII. Marry, come up, sir ; you are still usurp- 
ing in my company. Is this according to 
articles proposed between us, that I should bear 
rule and you obey with silence? I had thought 
to have endeavoured for persuasion, but because 
you exhort me to it, I'll desist from what 
intended: I'll do nothing but. of my own ac- 
cord, I. 
Lot,. Mum ! wife, I have done. This we, that 
are married, must be subject to. 
MOC. You ve an ill exam/fie, Mistress ;Emi/ia ; 
you give an ill examl,le 
;EIL "What old fellow is this that talks so. 
Do you know him, daughter l 
Moc. Have you so soon forgot me, lady ? 
zEtL Where has he had his breeding, I wonder 
He is the offspring of some peasant, sure ! Can 
show any pedigree ? 
Lop`. Let her alone, there's no dealing with her. 
Come, daughter let me hear your answer to thi. 
gentleman. 
LUc. Truly, sir, I have endeavoured all means 
possible, and in a manner enforced myself to love 
him 
LOP,. Well said, girl. 
Luc. But could never effect it. 
LoP,. How ! 
Luc. I have examined whatever migh commend 
, gentleman, both for his exterior and inward 
abilities ; yet, amongst all that may speak him 
worthy, I could never discern one good part or 
quality to invite affection. 
Lol. This is it I feared. Now should I break 
out into rage; but my wife and a foolish nature 
withhold my passion. 
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Wherein preferment, that has slept obscure, 
And all this while linger'd behind your wishes, 
Shall overtake you in her greatest glories : 
Ambition shall be weak, to think the honours 
Shall crown your worth. 
PET. Father, you hear all this ? 
Gts. 1 do with joy, son, and am ravish'd at it ; 
Therefore I have resign'd m' estate unto thee, 
(Only reserving some few crowns to live on) 
Because I'd have thee to maintain thy port. 
t'.T. You did as you ought. 
GAS. 'Tis enough for me, 
To be the parent of so bless'd an issue. 
PET. 'ay, if you are so apprehensive, I am 
satisfied. 
LIo. Is this the gentleman you so commended ? 
D'K. It is the same, my liege, whose royal 
virtues, 
Fitting a prince's court, are the large field 
For fame to triumph in. 
LIo. So you inform'd me : his face and carriage 
do import no less. 
DUK Report abroad speaks him as liberally ; 
And in my thoughts Fortune deserves but ill, 
That she detain'd thus long her favours from him. 
LIo. That will I make amends for. 
GAS. Happy hour, 
And happy me to see it ! low I perceive 
He has more wit than myself. 
PET. What must I do ? 
D['KE. What must you do? go straight and kneel 
before him, 
And thank his highness for his love. 
PET. I can't speak, 
I am so overcome with sudden gladness ; 
Yet I'll endeavour it [He kneels.] lIost mighty 
sovereign, 
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Thus lov I bow in humble reverence, 
To kiss the basis of your regal throne. 
LIo. Rise up. 
PET. Your grace's servant. 
LIO. We admit you 
OLr nearest farourite in place and council. 
DUKE. Go to, you are made for ever. [Aside.] 
PET. I'll find some office 
To gratulate thy pains. 
LIo. What was the cause, 
That you presented him no sooner to us 1 
We might have bred him up in our affairs, 
And he have learnt the fashions of our court, 
Which might have render'd him more active. 
DUKE. Doubt not, 
His ingenuity will soon instruct him. 
LIO. Then, to confirm him deeper in our friend- 
ship, 
We here assign our sister for his wife. 
What ! is he bashful ? 
'ET. Speaks your grace in earnest ? 
LIO. What else ? I'll hve it so. 
DUKE. Why do you not step and take her  
PET. Is't not a kind of treason ? 
DUKE. Not if he bid you. 
PET. Divinest lady, are you so content ? 
ANG. What my brother commands, I must 
obey. 
LIo. Join hands together ; be wise ; and use 
l'our dignities with a due reverence. 
Tiberius Cmsar joy'd not in the birth 
Of great Sejanus' fortunes with that zeal, 
As I shall to have rais'd youthough I hope 
A different fate attends you. 
DUKE. GO to the church, 
Perform your rites there, and return again, 
As tst as you can. 
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Log. Well, signor, 
You must pardon me, if I bid joy to you ; 
My daughter was not good enough for you. 
PET. You are tyrannous. 

Enter LEONARD0. 

LEo. Save you, gallants. 
LIo. You are very welcome. 
LEO. I come in quest of our noble duke, 
Who from his court has stol'n out privately, 
And 'tis reported he is here. 
LIO. :No indeed, sir, 
He is not here. 'Slight, we shall be question'd 
For counterfeiting his person. 
DUKE. Be not dismay'd, 
I am the duke. 
LEO. My lord ! 
DUKE. The very same, sir. 
That for my recreation have descended, 
And no impeach, I hope, to royalty 
To sit spectator of your mirth. A nd thus much 
You shall gain by my presence : what is pass'd, 
I'll see it ratified as firm, as if 
Myself and senate had concluded it. 
And when a prince allows his subjects sport, 
tie that pines at it., let him perish for '. 

END OF VOL. XIII. 



